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FOREWORD 


Albert Taylor believes that he is a normal person, but he 
is not. Oh, sure, he is emotionally ancl mentally healthy, 
pays his taxes and knows his zip code, He's friendly to 
people and pets, tells a good joke and maintains. a 
straight-arrow list of personal habits. But no, Albert Tay- 
lor is not normal. 

It is not normal to be a good Catholic altar boy and 
have your grandmother describe your nightly flying 
dreams as witches’ rides. Ie is not normal to single-hand= 
edly raise kids from diapers through diplomas and, with 
‘out maternal influence, have them turn’out terrific. It is 
not normal ro be an African-American NASA space eng 
neer. And for that matter, it is not normal to be an 
African-American on the metaphysics lecture circuit. No, 
Albert Taylor is not normal, Albert Taylor is extfaor- 
dinary. 

Friendship notwithstanding, none of this would mat- 
ter to me if Albert wasn't on to something that has the 
glorious porential to enhance the human condition: the 
out-of-body experience. Albert has not written Son! 
‘Traveler out of some self-serving agenda. He wrote this 
book to teach others how to stretch the limits of their 
awareness beyond the laws of gravity and motion, to 
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experience unencumbered flight. It was his desire to help 
others, nor his engineering expertise, which drew me to 
Albert Taylor's work. But who better to validate the exis- 
tence of these capacities than an aeronautical engince: 

Lam very familiar with what it feels like to be out of 
my body, both within the context of the near-death expe- 
rience that I had in 1970 and within the context of 
numerous out-of-body experiences I've had in the past 
thirty years. As a social worker immersed in the medical 
world, I know how important ir is to have solid valida- 
tion on both counts. It means that maybe one is not 
crazy, hallucinating, fibbing, imagining, dreaming, or any 
of the other dismissive rationales posed by skeptics. As | 
wrote in my book After the Light: The Spiritual Path to 
Purpose, the validation I needed for my own near-death 
experience came from a fla-lining patient of mine, who 
during her own near-death experience observed a tenni 
shoe in a remote spot on,a hospital window ledge. 

In the more than twenty years since this incident, 
‘more validation has come to me in the form of countless 
out-of-body experiences reported to me by trauma 
patients, burn victims, women in labor and delivery, 
mountain climbers who have fallen from great heights, 
marathon runners who found themselyes at treetop level 
looking down on their still running physical selves, peo- 
ple in prayer or meditation, the bereaved, or people like 
Albert, who have an innate ability ro leave their bodies 
almost at will. 

Albert's ability to guide you toward an out-of-body 
experience will not only free you from earthly limita 
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tions, it will also demonstrate that we as human beings 
are-as much spirit as flesh. To hope that this aspect of 
ourselves exists is a common emotional reaction to life's 
challenges. ‘To have faith thac this aspect of ourselves 
exists is what drives people to join churches and temples. 
To know that this aspect of ourselves exists is to have 
practiced the simple lessons described in Sou! Traveler, 
And when you've done so, when you have experienced 
firsthand the mysterious, enlightening, and awesome 
freedom of journeying out of your body, consider look- , 
ing up at the night sky and thanking God for Albere Tay- 
Jos, space engineer, for ceaching us how to touch the stars. 


—Kimberly Clark Sharp, author of After the Light 


INTRODUCTION 


ZW 


Some men see things that are, and ask why, | 
dream of things that never were, and ask why 
not. \ i 


—John F. Kennedy 


's there life beyond cleath? Does the soul really exist? 

Are angels and ghosts real? Ave these spiritual beings 
helping to shape mankind's destiny? 

Within these pages 1 deseribe my soul travels, also 
known as out-ofsbody experiences, and because of 
them I believe T have found some answers to these 
questlons, ( 

Firse, I snust say that Tam not what you would call a 
religious person. Although I was, baptized Catholic and 
served ag.an altar boy, I have not attended church regu 
larly in years. Also, my life has not been filled with ps 
chic occurrences, However, I have experienced, since the 
age of four, a type of “paralysis” during the night and 
early thorning, “The witches are riding you!" is what my 
__ grandmother would always say. This state of feeling par- 
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alyzed, I have found out, was my personal doorway to 
what may be the “ultimate truth.” 

What is this strange feeling? All my life, as far back as 
T can remember, I have had a peculiar sensation that I 
once dreaded. Often I would wake up fully aware of my 
surroundings; I could hear and see, but I was incapable 
of moving. I felt paralyzed! 1 call this the “paralysis 
state.” This same phenomenon happened to my mother 
and my cousin Robert, and we all hated it! 

For years 1 “suffered” with this “affliction.” 1 found 
our carly on that during the paralysis 1 was capable only 
of moaning aloud, nothing more. I all this the “abort 
sequence.” After I was married, my wife became so 
accustomed to this that she would nudge me with her 
elbow to wake me, I would then be capable of moving 
my body again, 

didn’t have a clue as to how close I was to achieving 
an “out-of-body experience.” This is one term that is cur- 
rently used—*astral projection” and “going exterior” 
are others—bur I prefer to call it “soul travel.” I use this 
term for a variety of reasons, one being because it is used 
by a group known as the Eckankar Society, but more on 
that later 

Another peculiar thing that happened during sleep is 
what L used to call “waking up in my dreams.” Although 
sound asleep, I became cognizant that I was dreaming, or 
at least aware of what I thought was a dream. Scientific 
and metaphysical circles refer to this as “lucid dream- 
ing.” After waking up in my dream, I had the ability to 
change the dream! Sometimes I would fly. Other times 1 


INTRODUCTION © xvii 


explored my surroundings. Keeping my thoughts focused 
wasn't always easy, but when I did, ir was always excit= 
ing. 

These two common occurrences, the paralysis state 
and waking up in my dreams, remained unconnected for 
most of my childhood and adult life. 

‘One evening I rented the movie Out on a Limb, star- 
ring Shirley MacLaine. The film had a profound impact 
on me, one that'I did not fully understand at that time. 
Ar the end of the film Shirley MacLaine has an out-of- 
body experience resulting from a series of spiritual 
events. I was so affected by this movie that I wrote her a 
letcer (which I never mailed). It reads 


Dear Shirley MacLaine, 


1 am not in the habit of writing or contacting 
celebrities as a fan or otherwise, But writing to you is 
something I feel compelled to do. 

Recently my wife and I viewed your film Out on 
Limb on video, after which we both were deeply 
affected. It has been two weeks since then, and I still 
feel undeniably affected by this film. 

Presently, | ant an engineer on NASA’s Space Sta- 
tion Freedom program, and have worked in aero 
space for the last two decades on various government 
classified and nonclassified programs. I consider 
myself lucky to have been exposed to projects that 
most Americans wan't hear about for years to come, 
if ever. 

Alll my life { have been and continue to be inter~ 
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ested in dstronomry, space travel, UFOs, and psychic 
phenomena. I don't want you to get the impression 
that my only interest is in space-related areas. I just 
wanted to give you an idea of my background, in 
hopes of adding some credibility to this letter. 

Well, to make a long story short, Iam seeking 
knowledge about life—past, present, and future. Pd 
like to know more about astral projection. I'd like to 
know more dbout the Force that is in and around us. 
T would like to discover the connection between out- 
of-body experiences and this Force. 

In conchision, I wanted to tell you that I applaud 
your courage in coming forth with your discoveries. 
In doing so, you have subjected yourself to ridicule 
among your peers and the media: It seems to me that 
you have put everything on the line for what may be 
the ultimate truth, So if you can fired time in your 
busy schedule, I would appreciate suggestions from 
‘you on a direction or path to follow, 


‘ Sincerely, 
Albert Taylor Jr 


I became intrigued with the thought of having my own 
out-of-body experience. I shared my interest with my 
close friend, Kim, who suggested I take a metaphysics 
course taught by Dr. H. at the local college. Having had 
a near-death experience and having witnessed a host of 
‘psychic occurrences, Dz. H. was driven to teach classes 
that focused on spiritual awareness and enlightenment. 
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‘My wife and signed up for the first part of a series of 
lecture/workshops that Dr. H. had developed and taught. 
During one of the classes Dr. H. asked.a question that 
would change my life. She asked if anyone ever felt par- 
alyzed at night after lying down to sleep. I had thought 
the paralysis was mine alone (well, along with my mother 
and cousin Robert)! Dr. H. began to describe how this 
paralysis was related to out-of-body experiences. At first 
I doubted her because I fnew that I had not had an out 
of- body experience. : 
| De, H. then said that dreams of flying may very well 
be out-of-body experiences. I thought, “No way! I fly all 
the time!” [left the class both puzzled and excited. Could 
this be true? Were my dreams of flying out-of-body expe- 
riences? 

Twent out and bought every book I could find on out 
of-body experiences and astral projection, Robert Mon- 
roe's Journeys Out of the Body and Dr. Keith Harary and 
Pamela Weintraub’s Out of Body Experiences, were two 
out of the many I read. 

‘Monroe's book in particulaé fascinated and scared me. 
He kept telling of disembodied entities in his book. That 
struck a deep chord of fear within me. T was afraid of 
ghosts, even though I had no justifiable reason. 

Yer his book also triggered memories. I recalled one 
time, when J was about four years old, that while feeling 
paralyzed, a figure sat at che end of my bed and whis- 
pered my name. 

“alllberrrt!” “ 
Another time, around the age of seven, I remember 
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ing at the foot of my parents’ bed, watching the Louis 
Lomax Show, Lomax was interviewing a man who 
claimed to have captured the ghostly images of monks 
praying in a medieval English cathedral. The image of 
bluiny, soft white figures kneeling among the cathedral 
pews scared me so much I refused to go to bed. Finally 
my mother sent me to bed clutching a set of Cathol 
rosary beads close to my chest, ancl reciting the “Hail 
Mary” prayer over and over again, I had no idea why | 
had such a strong fear of ghosts, entities, or apinits, After 
all, ie not as if such things exist, right? 

1 soon learned that fear would be the bars in a privon 
of my own crvation, If L wanted to soul travel, 1 would 
have to break free of hat prison, Only then could I 
explore the limitlesy world beyond the constenints, of 
everyday life 


AIRBORNE 


Zw : 


fl want to fly more than anything else in the 
world! 


Richard Bach, Jonathan livingston Seagull 


Jn February 1993, 1 visited my regular physiclan in 


ysis Lele so often, As I sac there in the examination room, 
1 rehearsed how I was going to phrase my questions, 
Doctor, have you ever had « patient who couldn'e get 
“up while sleeping?” (The answer to this would likely be 
"Yes, all of them”) 
Doctor, Hose control of my body ac night.” (Sounds 
like demonic possession.) 
“Hey Doc, I have concerns about being paralyzed.” 
(This sounds like paranoia.) 
“Good afternoon, Doctor! I've been meaning to tell 
"you about my paralysis,” (A bie too casual.) 
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Just then the doctor walked into the room. “Hello, 
‘Mr. Taylor,” she said. “How are you?” 

She proceeded to check me over. During the exam she 
asked so many questions, I hardly got a word in edge- 
‘wise. Finally my chance came. 

“Docton” I said, “Have you ever awakened in the 
niiddle of the night feeling paralyzed?” 

She looked at me and smiled. “Don’t worry about it, 
that happens to me sometimes. You'll be all right.” 

“But Pm not—" 

“You're in good health, Mr. Taylor. See you in three 
months." She turned and walked out. So much for the 
wisdom of the medical world. 

Soon afterward I would have another of these bouts of 
paralysis. The difference this time, though, was that I was 
curious about experiencing an out-of-body experience. If 
1 tried—in whatever way I was supposed to try—would 
feeling paralyzed lead to astral projection? In a diary that 
I started keeping, I recorded for the first time what actu- 
ally happened. 


Y March 14, 1993 


Arten o’clock, I went to bed a little afraid. I drifted off 
to sleep, not really knowing what I should do to achieve 
an out-of-body experience. I really wasn’t sure what if 
anything to do except sleep. 

T must have drifted off, because the next thing I knew, 
I was lying on the bed in that odd state of paralysis. 
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Then, without warning, something grabbed my arm. 
Startled, I fought my way out of the paralysis,-partially 
"sat up on the bed, and looked at the clock. Ir was three 

AM. 

That certainly didn’t accomplish anything. Except for 
the strange sensation of feeling my arm grabbed, the ses- 
sion might have been any one of hundreds over the years, 
All during the next day I thought the matter over, deter- 
mined that on my next try I was going to get somewhere. 
_ T'd just have ro push through the paralysis and whatever 

grabbed me. 


& March 15, 1993 


T sectled into bed at nine-thiety, moderately tired. 1 
relaxed my body and surrounded myself with white light 
as suggested in some of the astral projection books I'd 
read. I now refer to fearful preparation as training 
wheels, since a number of the tools and techniques I used 
in the beginning were meant to assist me like the extra 
wheels on a child's bike. After a certain amount of prac- 
tice I no longer needed them. 

Isoon drifted off into a light sleep, and the next thing 
Tknew I was flying. The sensation was like past ones I'd 
had, but I was flying better and faster than I'd ever flown. 
T thought to myself, “Wow, I did it!” 

De. H. had suggested I visic her if I ever left my body, 
"and I'made up my mind to do so. I changed dicections 

and zipped off. On the way there, I experimented with 
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speed and altitude, I thought, “Speed up,” and I did. 1 
thought, “Fly higher,” and I did. Down below I saw 
houses, trees, and neighborhood streets, only they melted 
together into one continuous blur. Never had I traveled 
$0 fast. No car, train, or plane could match this speed. I 
slowed my velocity—and became aware that I was being. 
drawn down toward the roof of a house that was rapidly 
looming larger.” 

Into the house I went, I entered a room through a wall 
and floated up to the foot of a bed. I thought that I w: 
in a hospital room because a bright white figure, whom 1 
thought to be a nurse, was standing next to the person in 
the bed. As I approached the foot of the bed, the white fig- 
ure backed away. Dr. H. was lying on the bed; she did not 
appear to be awake, Suddenly, without moving, I mentally 
heard her say, “Congratulations, Al, you did it.” 

“L know,” I replied. 

We were communicating with more than just words. 
Not only could I hear her voice, but 1 felt the mood in 
which she said it. 1 also noticed that she and her husband 
did not sleep in the same bed. I thought this would be 
something worth verifying when I saw her physically, 
because I still wasn’t convinced that I was really there. I 
could be dreaming. 1 experienced a quick visual shift, 
some'rapid movement, and found myself back in bed. I 
sat up leaning on my elbows and thought, “That was 
great!” I turned over on my side and fell asleep. 

‘When I awoke the next morning, I thought over what had 
happened. Was I dreaming? How could Dr. H. see and hear 
me? I would later learn that we are mind, body, and soul and 
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the soul can'communicate with other souls without the mind 
being aware of the exchange. The mind is the conscious. 
ppart of us that interacts with the everyday materiak world. 

For some reason, when the body falls asleep, the soul 
comes to the forefront of consciousness. But in the wal- 
ing world the mind or personality self is the dominant 
state. Later I would find out that we are conscious and 
aware on many other nonphysical levels as well. And, it 
is possible for each of us to functionally connect these 
states of awareness. Some people are born with this type 
of ability and we generally refer to them as psychic or 
insightful. Others are capable of doing this through med- 
itation. And still others connect after the body falls 
asleep, like me. If a person were capable of being in con- 
stant connection with the soul at all levels, I believe the 
majority of our fears would have very little meaning, 

Larer that week my wife and I attended another meta- 
physics class. I could hardly wait to talk to Dr, Hy but 1 
held back until the break. Greeting her, I asked, “So Dr, 

H., did anything happen over the weekend?” 

She said she remembered seeing me in a dream but 
could not recall the details. Plus, she remembered my 
turning away from her as if Iwas leaving, I then began to 
describe her bedroom, asking if she and her husband 
slept in separate beds. Dr. H. looked at me and smiled. 
“Yes, that is correct.” 

I wondered if the entire episode was just a weird coin- 
cidence. Dr H. remembered me only in a dream, and I 
didn’t want to read more into it than that. I'd been hop- 
ing that she would have remembered a little more. ' 


6 * ALBERT TAYLOR 


& March 20, 1993 


That night | decided not co attempt an out-of-body 
experience. I attempted to surround myself with white 
light, because I was too fearful. Nothing happened before 
fell asleep, but later I woke up in the middle of the night 
vibrating. I crossed my arms, turned over on my left side, 
and fell asleep. 

The vibrations, or “vibes,” I had felt numerous times, 
bur I'd always thought they were earth tremors. Living in 
California, I didn’t pay much attention to the experiences 
at first, but in time I realized that the vibrations were 
another part of the astral experience. I would later dis- 
cover that the vibrations are a signal that my conscious 
ness is transitioning to a higher level of reality. The astral 


plane, as metaphysicians refer to it, is the next level: 


above the physical. When I finally learned to control the 
vibrations, I was able to access planes of conscidusness 
beyond the astral. Ie appears that my soul body vibrates 
or oscillates at a particular rate, The nonphysical beings 
that inhabit these realms also appear to be at various 
vibrational stares. I wonder if the more an individual 
spirit evolves, the higher the soul consciousness vibrates. 
‘And are angels and other’saintly beings at extreme levels. 
of vibrational consciousness? 

Two days later, I experienced the same vibrations, 
This happened during a nap-around four-o’clock. I 
relaxed until I finally dropped off, then woke a short 
while later with my body vibrating. I looked for signs 
of an earthquake, but there were none. The sensation 


| of vibrating was happening on a level beyond the 
‘physical, 


T began to suspect that relaxation may be an impor- 
int key to experiencing the vibrations, So I bought a 
ipe to aid me in my expeciments. The tape instructed me 

visualize relaxing every muscle in my body, one at a 
ime. I performed the exercises and drifted off into a light 


‘half over (about twenty minutes had passed). I took off 
“the headphones and fell asleep. 


| Tawoke in what I'd always considered a lucid dream. I 
"was walking on a sidewalk. I stopped suddenly because 
Twas puzzled as to how I got there. I then thonghe, “Is 
this a dream?” : 2 

| In the past, when I became lucid in’ my dreams, 1 
|) would perform a simple test. I would attempt to fly low 
‘over the ground. Now I focused my thoughts, leaned for- 

| ward, and I began flying slowly over the sidewalk. 
| I stood up, looked around, and thought, “I did it 
|) again.” I continued to check out my surroundings, which 
|) were illuminated by a strange glow. It was ncither dark 
» nor daylight, more like an eerie dusk. In addition, the 
lighting did not appear to have a single source. I took off 
{flying over the city—or a city, had no idea where I was. 
Soon I was flying over a neighborhood. Below me was 
yhat looked like a swimming pool. Suddenly an idea 
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came to me, | decided co experiment. I flew right into the 
water. At first I held my breath—because I didn’t want to 
be the first to drown astrally, At last I decided to take in 
a breath. I could feel coo! water all around me, and the 
coolness came into me as I inhaled, 1 thought, “This is 
incredible.” 

[became aware that two or three figures were standing, 
just beyond the edge of the pool, slightly beyond my 
vision. [felt as if the figures were observing me, like teach- 
ers monitoring a playground, Fearful of a possible 
encounter I flew out of the water and into the sky, Whers 
ever I was, Heould sew many rooftops close together 

Suddenly, there was a loud erash, I opened my physi= 
cal eyes, sat up in bed, and blurted out, “Jesus!” 

fe stood at the end of the bed, smiling sheep- 
Sorry,” she said, “I dropped the flashlight.” 


& March 30, 1993 


Nor for another week would I attempt another out-of 
body experience, I lay flac on my back around midnight, 
trying to relay and clear my mind, After what felt like an 
eternity, 1 began co feel a low-level tingling slowly in 
co a full-blown vibration, 1 was a lietle surprised be 
this was the first time I had started the vibrations before 
falling asleep, so I really didn’t know what to expect. 

During this shaking I felt several strong, jarring 
surges, and fear set in, lerossed my arms, turned over on 
my left side, and fell asleep. 


G pprit 11, 1993 


yibration state with the help of a relaxation tape, 
‘Halfway tre oaty 1 HeEpsS the ste ad turned over, 


HWE ad ered toi Increase’ the erembling, "The vibes 
started to surge from deep within me like the foreshocks 
of an earthquake—with my head the epicenter, 

| Tthought about floating upward. Just like that, I felt 
the top of my head rubbing against the headboard of our 
bed. ‘The headboard had begun to slide downward! 1 
could actually feel the vinyl surface moving past m 
was I moving past it? 

‘Then suddenly I could see, but my physical eyes w 
ot open, I noticed an eerie, nondivectional lighting, 
ating inside our bedroom, ‘There was alvo an inte 
tent, high-volume buzzing sound, Uthought to mysel 
this it?” I decided co get up physically, but I could not 
move an inch! 1 was paralyzed! This realization caught 
me completely off guard, This was the first time that 1 
had experienced the paralysis without sleeping first, then 
waking up fn it. 

Without warning, a humanoid shape appeared about 
eighteen inches away from me. Startled, | mentally told it 
to move away. It did not respond, though it did become 
increasingly transparent. 

I panicked! 1 began moaning, hoping that my wife 
would wake me up, which she did. I noticed that the 
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hting in the room changed as I reconnected with my 
body. : 

‘After waking, I told my wife about the ghostly appari- 
tion, She said I had not moved physically, and when she 
nudged me awake, my head was approximately nine 
inches from che headboard. 1 had been abour that far 

+ away from the headboard before I fell asleep. * 

‘Thinking about it afterward, 1 decided I hadn’e exactly 
been afraid of the figure near me. I think that the bu: 
sound, the lighting, floating into the. air, the paralysis, 

i and finally the figure all overwhelmed me. My wife had 
described my head as being physically nine inches away 
| from the headboard, yet I had felt the: uneven button, 
tucking of the vinyl surface, Did 1 astral project out of the 

top of my head? 
Tye read in various books that this is very common, 
though I'm not sure 1 would, use the word common, 1 
haye also read In books on Hindu religions, such as the 
Paramahansa Yogananda’s book, Autobiography of a 
Yogi that something called a “crown chakra” is ar the 
Mi | top of the head, 1 wonder if this may have something ro 
do with my leaving the body thar way. Whatever helps to 
: create the exit for my soul appears to happen naturally. 
‘Afcer numerous repeats of the leaving through the top 
of the head, I have substituted the word natural for 

common. 


SOUL TRAVELER # 11 


& April 24, 1993 


A week later, another astral sensation occurred, 
though ir was fleeting. I decided to use the relaxation 
tape again, While I was lying there, feeling vety'relaxed, 
a brilliant light flashed across my eyelids, It was blue and 
was accompanied by a zipping or buzzing sound. | briefly 
wondered what to make of this, then fell asleep, 

My next full-blown experience took place the follow- 
ing week. Again I would not leave the bedroom, but my 
astral world was expanding all the same. 


& May 1, 1993 


1 woke up feeling paralyzed, a little frightened, bue 
talked myself our of it, I tried a different way to leave this 
time. I comembered: reading in Robert Monroe's book 
Journeys out of the Body chat an alternate way to leave 
the body was to “roll out.” Ithoughe of rolling over, and 
I did. Then I realized 1 was looking down at my wife's 
face. I was floating abour twelve inches or so) directly 
above her. I also sensed a presence in the room, but it 
‘seemed content to stay near the television, 

I tried to.stand up, feeling for the blanket with my 
“astral feet.” That's when I noticed the blankers weren't 
solid; my foor pushed through them with very litle 
effort. Intrigued, I felt the vinyl surface of the warerbed 
mattress, and with the slightest pressure I was able to 
push through to the heated water undemneath. The ply- 
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wood support panel underneath the mattress resisted at 
first, then gave way to my probing foor. 

Down through the plywood I pushed to the carpet 
below. I couldn’t believe it. I was standing in the middle 
of the bed moving my astral feet across the carpet! I was 
looking around the room when the thought of venturing 
farther crossed my mind. With that thought, however, | 
must have drifted into a non-lucid dream state, bur all is 
blank after that. 

It was a strange way to end.an out-of-body experi- 
ence. Normally I remembered returning, but not this 
time. Could ie be that my jaunts were being guided by 
some unseen force, which was allowing me to experience 
out-of body experiences in small doses ar a time? 

I wonder if the majority of people have out-of-body 
experiences bur lose consciousness or drift into the *nor- 
mal” dream stare and forget their experiences, as I must 
have done. An important key to this question might be to 
remain consciously aware, lucid and present in the 
moment in order to retain the memory of the out-of-body 
experience upon waking, but this appears to be easier 
said than done. This particular idea is what prompted me 
to develop the interrupted sleep technique. Wich this 
technique my consciousness was capable of staying 
aware while my physical body drifted off to sleep. One of 
the strangest things I have experienced while performing 
the interrupted sleep technique is to hear someone snor- 
ing, and find out that it is me. 

‘Some months later I would have another variation on 
my explorations within the safety of my bedroom. This 
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time, though, would point the way toward further 
ightenment: that my astral body could be quite unlike 
© my physical one. 


G Sune 7.1996 


I woke up in the paralysis stare and, without my prod- 
ding, the lower half of my body began to float. Like the 

| hinged lid of a mnsic box, my astral body moved up and 
my, head rotated backward! The soles of my asteal feet 
ere pointing straight at the ceiling. I was upside down 
“and facing backward, but my astral head was still con- 
“nected to my physical head. I huag there upside down 
staring at the headboard of our bed. I couldn't seem to 


2 
BUZZING BEES 


ZS 


Who maketh the clouds his chariot; who 
walketh upon the wings of the wind... 


Psalms 1043-4 


D: H, has been a tremendous resource of information 
and shared many techniques ay well, In this early 
| stage she told me she taught another class that speciti= 
cally focused on out-of-body experiences and suggested 1 
attend, She also invited me to join her at an International” 
~ Association of Near Death Studies (IANDS) group meets 
ing held in Santa Fe Springs, California, 
/ The class turned out to be a great help. I not only 
earned about historically documented cases, bue met 
individuals eager to have experiences similar to mine, 
After the third and final out-of-body class, I told Dr. H, 
how much I disliked the feeling of paralysis and asked if 
she had any pointers on controlling or tolerating it, 
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Her advice was wonderfully simple. “When you feel 
paralyzed, just think of moving your litle finger; you'll 
reconnect,” she said, With this added bit of information, 
I would be able to reconnect with my’ body with yery lit- 
tle effort, There'd be no more panic, and no more fiyhts 
ing my way out of it, Because of Di H. 1 stopped 
dreading the feeling of paralysis and actually looked f 
ward to it 

In July 1993, Lattended my first IANDS group mect- 

sof ity members? near-death 

nces were fascinating, One worn, Rosanna, had 

near-death experiences as the resule of a liver dis+ 

se, Another woman had a car accident that forced her 

and her son (a passenger) co have simultaneous newt 
loath experiences, i 

Twas uneasy about shoring my outof-body experi: 
ences. After all, these’ people had experienced. death, 
while I wos only performing explorarory missions, Yor as 
a result of the three near-death experiences Rosanna cou- 
tinues to have conscious, controlled outsof-body experi= 
ences, fir more often than anyone elxe. the members 
knew. E had co meee her, ‘To make a long story short, 
Rosanna and I mee and 1 felt very comfortable with her 
and shated some of my jaunts, We became good friends, 
exchanging books, relaxation tapes, and conversation, 

Tno longer considered myself some kind of wide-eyed 
weirdo, Whateyer was happening co me, my life was 
expanding onto a new, exciting plane of existence. I was 
now ready:to explore the astral plane, and possibly 
beyond. 


Nee) cudly\ehoug! horhing| happen fee the ext 

| three months, ‘Then one night I yot up at one-thirty 
| because 1 couldn’ sleep. 1 stayed up until fourthirty. 
ty after going back to bed I started my own *pre- 

1" that I've developed since my experiences 


a ody experience bean, L fele my legs float 
Da upward, Marveling at this, 1 proceeded to move my 
Jogs downward and righe through the mattress, 1 kept 
“Woing this for a minute or so. Up and down, sup and 
down, My astral logs didn'y feel like my physical legs; 
‘they felt rubbery oF elastic, I could extend them or wrap 
“them round each other, almost like a pretzel. 1 could 
“algo change their size and shape at will, 

‘hen something happened thac would permanently 
alter my outofbody experiences, The softest, kindest 
female voice that I have ever heard spoke into my ea 

i ‘ 
1 panickedl! Someone, or something, was gently hold- 
| ing my acms. Though the grip was more protective than 
| restraining, Initiated ehe kbore sequence, moaning t be 


_of my fear of spirits before, it was now! How patient my 
“guides were during my earlier explorations, If only Pd 
nown that something wonderful and torally beyond my 
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imagination was trying to open a dialogue. But as I stated 
before, fear became a prison of my own creation. I 
believe the majority of my fearful reactions stem from 
having’ grown up conditioned by controlling religious 
belic’s. My Catholic upbringing primarily taught fear 
rather than love and faith. I always thought that some- 
thing nonphysical and intelligent had to be evil! Boy, was 
I wrong! a 

The next day, I told a friend at work whom I trust 
abour the strange occurrences. She said I should visit the 
Eckankar Sociery. I’d never heard of it. Given the fact I 
am a native of Southern California, 1 have since won- 
dered why I hadn't, The main office of the Eckankar 
Society was located right in Anaheim, California. 

‘That very day I drove over there. Walking in the front 
door, | interrupted a group of people sitting in a circle in 
the middle of the room. A middle-aged woman smiled at 
me, motioning for me to take a seat. After I did, they all 
closed their eyes and began to sing the strangest song. I 
joined in softly, trying nor to stand out. 

After they completed what I now know to be the 
“Hu,” they began to discuss dreams and how they were 
influenced by spiritual masters. After a while I raised my 
hand. 

“Yes?” the woman asked with curiosity. 

I answered. “Pve never been here before, and I was 
wondering what this is all about.” 

“You fit in so well, we all thought you were an Eckist.” 

“He even Hurd with us!” another person remarked. 

I was then treated as if Iwere a long-lost relative, [had 
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never before been greeted by strangers who openly and, 
expressed such love. I told them about my 

‘experiences and that I was searching for some way 

understand them. One woman left the room, returning 

| with a chare, p 

"It depicted the various levels of consciousness. She 
pointed to the etheric level. The sound associated with 

© that level is “buzzing bees.” These people had a chart 
“that listed the sound thar Thad heard. They then began 

"to explain to me the meaning of Eckankar. 

) The word means “coworker with God.” They believe 
‘that is the ultimate destiny of the soul and that this pur- 
pose can be achieved only through the lessons learned 
from numerous reincarnations. One of the men directed 


me to their in-house library, informing me that I was wel- 
come to take home any of their books or cassette tapes as 


Over the next few months, I was to learn that the Bck- 
ankar Society practices a number of spiritual exercises to. 
help a person accomplish a variety of things, including 
“soul travel.” Intezestingly, they do not consider themselves. ~ 
to havea soul. “We are soul,” they profess with conviction, 

One book | borrowed from their library was about a 

| man who learned to soul travel. After reading this book, 

“ Lwas inspired to develop the technique of going to bed 
early and setting an alarm to wake up at one-thirty. Then, 
get out of bed, stay up for 2 couple of hours, and do not 
eat or drink anything except water. Then go back to bed. 
Teventually called this. the interrupted sleep technique or 
AST for short. 
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In the Eckankar book the author described waking up 
in the middle of the night to assist in soul travel, This 
sounded like what I had experienced the night befote. Or 
Was it just a coincidence? 

The author continued with instructions on chanting 
the “Hu” (pronoiiced like the name Hugh), This was 
described as a love song to God, The Hu is chanted by 

"taking a deep breath andslowly letting it out through 
parted lips, singing one long continuous “hu” sound, 

A second book listed over hundred different 5 
tual exercises to aid a person in psychic achievements— 
clairvoyance, spiritual healing, past-life regression, and, 
of course, soul teavel, 

Later that week I attended the Eckankar World Semi- 
nar at the Los Angeles Convention Center, Pd neyer 
heard of this group, but to my surprise, there were over 
two thousand people from the world, including 
Spain, England, Africa, and Germany. And all of them 
believed in the soul leaving the body. 

My primary reason for attending was to meee someone 
experiencing psychic occurrences similar to mine, To my 
disappointment, most of the people were merely hoping to 
achieve soul travel or had their focus in other areas, sich 
as healing and predicting the future or exploring past lives. 

‘The interrupted sleep technique, however, would lead 
to a new blossoming of astral activity, During a ten-day 
experiment between October 7 and October 17, 1993, 1 
would have eight hits out of ten tries, I had three out-of- 
body experiences in one night. Two of them began unlike 
any of the previous ones. 
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tay ated tan) Beene aypateatr xual set 
“forming between my eyes, As I stared at the image, it 
grew larger and larger until suddenly I was standing in it. 


ines, 
Tooked around and realized, as before, that I had no 
“idea where I was, Feeling brave, 1 asked to see my guide 
‘y [had read about in various pieces of metaphysical lit- 
erature, pointing at a spot ten fect in front of me, I figs 
tured that was close enough for a first-time meeting, 
1 repeated my request, but nothing happened, 1 
thought of my body and wondered how easy it would be 
‘to return, Before I could even complete the thought, there 
was 0 quick visual shift and rapid movement, and I was 
slammed back into my body. 

T wanted to go back, though. I lay still, and soon there 
was another picture in what have learned is my “third 
eye.” I experienced the same sequence of events; the pics 
ture geew larger and larger until I stood 

“This time I leaned forward and flew up into the sky, 1 
felt like Jonathan Livingston Seagull as I soared, appreci- 
ating an incredible view of geeen hillsides dotted with an 
occasional house or apartment building. Strangely, dl 
prompted an urge to return, I chought of my body, expe- 
rienced a visual blug, entered, and reconnected. 

In earlier flights, before I found out that I was really 
having an out-of-body experience (I didn’t know that it 

| was by pure thought alone that I flew), a fearful thought 
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would occur to me that I might lose altitude or fall, and 
immediately I would plummet from the sky in a panic. 
Most of the time I would pall back up just in the nick of 
time to’skip across the ground, like a flat rock on a pond, 
T would then use my hands to push off the ground and 
climb skyward again. Other times I would fly at an 
extremely slow rate a few feet above the ground, unable 
10 speed up or climb. Ail the while unbeknownst to me, 
my thoughts alone were the reason for these difficulties. 

In addition, reconnecting with my body had become 
quite natural. Rather than feeling helpless, 1 would 
merely think of.moving my little finger, and presto! This 
decreased the time spent in paralysis significantly. How- 
ever, I still found discomfort in the sensations that 
accompany feeling paralyzed. The difficulty in breathing 
and the fading physical awareness almost felt as if 1 were 
dying. Don’t misunderstand me, it is not painful in any 
way, just very discomforting. The paralysis state, I 
believe, is like experiencing death in a small dose, sort of 
a mini-death. In 2 way, ir is the halring of one existence 
and the beginning of another. And isn’t that what death 
really is? 

In the beginning, the sensation of consciousness tee- 
tering on the edge of unconsciousness almost always trig- 
gered my fight or flee instinct. And once that happened, 
Toften aborted my attempts at an our-of-body experience 
and retuned to the waking world as fast as I could. More 
recently, I have received lewers from readers who've 
shared that they often felt nausea, which caused them to 
fight their way back to the waking state. And still others 
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have complained of a heavy, nonphysical force pushing 
them down through the bed. This-has been dubbed the 
“heavies” or the “haints™ by some. And ia my family 
these strange sensations were attributed to witches riding 
us as punishment for wrong deeds! 


Y October 23, 1983 


I went to bed abour ten-thirry. Ar two-thirty I gor up, 
used the bathroom, and went back to bed. I sang “Hu” 
softly for a minute and relaxed. 

My mind wandered until a musical rone quickly 
brought me to full awareness. The tone was not from any 
instrument I've ever heard. It was indescribable. I felt 
motion, I was floating upward, then I could see the entire 
room, I looked around to see if anyone or anything was 
in the room with me, but there was nothing. I was both 
relieved and disappointed 2t the same time. 

I thought about going up to the roof. As T went up 
through the ceiling, I thought of my body lying there in 
the bed. Suddenly T was back in my body with a bad case 
of the “vibes.” I didn’t want to stay there, T turned my 
attention to floating upward. Shortly, I was on a collision 
course with the ceiling again. 

‘The thought of visiting my friend Kim came ro me. 
‘With thar, I started to move toward the bedroom window. 

~ L-was halfway through the glass when the thought of my 
body reentered my mind. Within the blink of an eye, Iwas 
back in my body, fully reconnected (able co move). 
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I was determined to get out again, so I attempted to 
disconnect once more. The next thing I knew I was dri- 
ving my car. Perplexed by.the sudden shift in location, I 
asked myself over and over again, “Is this a dream?” 

I recalled Dr. H. explaining that sometimes people cre- 
ate vehicles to move about in during an out-of-body 
experience. After reexamining the situation, I thought of 
leaving the car while it was still moving. Whoops! Bad 
ideat I still wasn’t a hundred percent convinced 1 was 
having an out-of-body experience; this might be really 
happening. On the astral plane things that are self-gener- 

“ated appear to be as real as in the physical realm. 1 
changed my mind and pulled the car over to the curb. For 
aan astral vehicle the car was very responsive—easy to 
park coo! 

Without opening the door, I pushed through it and 
stood there next to the vehicle. As I turned my attention 
from it, the car became increasingly transparent and 
finally ceased to be. I'stood there astonished. 

Hooked at my hands. They had an eerie glow around 
them. My entire astral body seemed to possess a soft 
luminescene quality. 

I looked at my surroundings and, observing a nearby 
street corner, | asked to meet my guide there. I then flew 
to the corner, but nothing appeared. 

asked to meet the Mahanta, the Eckankar spiritual 
leader. I had been told by an Eckist that the Mahanta was 
capable of soul traveling at will. Members also told me if 
I wanted to see the Mahanta during soul travel, all I had 
to do was call him. Strike two! It’s a good thing I was so. 
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apprehensive about meeting spirits. Otherwise 1 would 
have been disappointed. 

‘A thought of my friend Kim surfaced again, In 
response I was drawn up to the second floor of a nearby 
apartment building. I entered a kitchen throngh one of 
the walls, I looked around for a minute or two, feeling 
like a cat burglar casing the joint. This made me uneasy, 
and I decided to make my exit through a window in one 
of the back bedrooms. It didn't occur to me that the 
apartment I was in might have been Kim’s, For some 
son that completely slipped my mind, 

Tdove out the window, turned left, and flew up an 
alleyway. 1 decided to experiment with speed and alti« 
tude. I noticed thar I was able to exercise better control 
over these two elements. 

I thought of going back to my body and rapidly 
returned. At first I thought I'd reconnected, but I realized 
Thad not. 

I was suspended, halfway in and halfway out, looking, 
around the room for what seemed like,a couple of min- 
utes before I reconnected, 1 then raised my head and 
looked ar the clock. Ir was 5:37 A.M. I had, been traveling 
for over three hours. 

Thad read that most dreams last only a few seconds or 
minutes, usually not hours. This was one of the first in 
cations this was more than a dream. Later I would find 
‘out two important things. The first is when I travel out- 
‘of-body on the physical plane, I'seem to operate within, 
the laws of time and space. But travelitig at a higher 
vibratory level there is no time! By this Imean I have had 
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experiences above the astral that seemed like hours, but 
when I returned and reconnected with my bods, only 2 
few minutes had passed. 

A week later, I thought about the apartment and how 
Tarrived there by merely focusing my thoughts. | began 
to wonder if that was really Kim's apartment. I contacted 
her and described the apartment to her with as much 
detail as I could refember. To my surprise, the apartment 
I described matched hers perfectly, even to a bedroom 
overlooking the alleyway. Later she sent me a floor plan 
of hei! place, and at once I knew I had been there. 

Not only was I rapidly becoming a believer in the out- 
of-body phenomenon, but I was becoming increasingly 
interested in interacting with spirits on this plane. Yer this 
was a back-and-forth process. On some nights, like the 
one three weeks later, they still unnerved me. 


& November 10, 1993 


Iwas dreaming when I became lucid to the extent that 
I was immediately back in my body and very much aware 
of feeling paralyzed. 1 felt wwo hands pulling on my hi 
as if someone was trying to help me get out of my body. 

I projected mentally, “Stop it!” In that instant I recon- 
nected. 

All of this grabbing, touching, and pulling was a bit 
too much. Was still another entity trying to get me to 
“come out and play”? I could not help but wonder about 
its motives. Later I would find that “its” motives were far 
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beyond what I could ever have imagined. | think back to 
these earlier experiences, and I am still amazed. To think 
that entities, beings, apparitions, angels, or whatever 
they're called, could actually couch me, But the thing that 
would amaze me even further is that I could touch them 
as well. I can't begin to describe what it is like to be 
hugged by an angelic spirit. It has brought mie peace 
beyond anything I've ever known. 


& November 14, 1993 


I went to bed and, using the interrupted sleep tech- 
nique, set the alarm for two-thirry. I got up when the 
alarh went off, stayed up for a short while, then went 
back to bed, I started to sing “Hu” softly, I lay there for 
some time, but nothing happened, Frusteated, 1 turned 
over on my side and fell asleep. 

Suddenly I snapped to full consciousness: I was now 
floating above my bed. I decided to fly straight up 
through the roof. Who needs a door? As the upper part 
of my astral form penetrated the ceiling, 1 could see 
wooden ceiling beams and electrical wiring, then six 
inches of fiberglass insulation. 

When I pushed through the shingled roofing, I found 
myself looking at an’early morning sky filled with tiny 
stars, In awe I floated there above the roof of my house. 
T decided to try something a little different this time. 
Hovering there in the cool morning air, | projected, “l 
want to see the Light!” This Light that everyone in meta- 
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physical circles alluded to, as I understood ir, has been 
described as an angel, Jesus, even God. 

Maybe got roo cocky, because I was abruptly gripped 
with unexplainable fear. I felt panic setting in; I cried out 
for Rosanna, my friend from the IANDS meetings. ‘She 
had told me that two people having simultaneous our-of- 
body experiences could locate each other with very lite 
difficulty. 

Suddenly, I was moving very rapidly and stopped just 
as abruptly. I found myself standing in an apartment thar 
was unfamiliar co me. Then all at once, without any 
warning, a rare: thing: happened. I lose consciousness. I 
remember nothing after that point. I woke up that momn- 
ing still shaken from the unexplainable fear. 

‘What I asked myself later was: Could the apartment 
have been Rosanna’s? Did I get in over my head? Was I 
too high, too fast, too soon? In any case, I knew that I 
needed to develop more confidence before I arrempred to 
see the Light. After I made my request to see the Light, I 
felt emotionally and spiritually naked. I felt as if all chat 
Tam, and have been, suddenly came to the forefront. I 
felt I should have been coming froma position of humil- 
ity eather than one of arrogance. For some reason I nor 
only knew I was not ready to see the Light, but at my 
present state of awareness, I wouldn’s be able to handle 
ie if I did. 
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_ & November 21. 1993 


I sang “Hu” softly. I soon slipped into the state-of 

"paralysis, accompanied by the now-familiar buzzing 

sound. I fele the upper half of my body begin to float 
upward. 

‘My astral vision came ob-line, although I was not 
quite ready to look directly at the humanoid shape stand- 
ing on my right about thres feet away. This time instead 
of panicking, I concentrated on the thought thar this 
could be my guide. I gathered all of the courage had and 
said, “Hello. No response. 

_ [repeated my greesing; still no answer I was begin- 
ning to feel a litele frightened, having been given the cold 
shoulder. I gave up my attempts to communicate, reen- 
tered, and reconnected. I warched the figure slowly dis- 
appear as I completed che reconnection with my body. 


G February 15, 1994 


|A strange mingling of planes occurred this time. I 
dropped off to sleep with my legs intertwined with my 
wife's. I was jolted to full awareness by two sets of arms 
pulling on my astral arms. I also felt a great amount of 
pressure near my tailbone. 

Tmentally projected that I didn’t like that feeling, and 
the pressure immediately decreased but did not cease. I 
then reached up to feel the arms and hands pulling me. 
“The arms were soft and feminine. I reconnected and 
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opened my eyes. My wife said I had moaned aloud so she 
shook me with her legs. 

‘Through this I learned that it is possible to have an 
alit-of-body experience even though a human is physi- 
cally touching me, However, Dr. H. said that touching 
makes it difficult to have an out-of-body experience. 

Because of an unknown fear, I feel more at ease 
attempting an out-of-body experience when my wife is 
near rather than when am alone. Is there safety in num 
bers on the astral plane? Sometimes I wish she could 
leave her body too, But since that is not the case, her 
physical presence is better than nothing at all, Howev‘ 
on the next rather brief excursion I was on my own, 


Y February 21, 1994 


My wife was on a business trip, so 1 went to bed 
alone, Attempting an out-of-body experience without my 
wife close by made me feel a little uneasy. I guess in a lot 
of ways I have grown astrally dependent on her. When 
the situation gets out of control, with her help I punch 
out, What's more, not all of my our-of-body experiences 
have been planned; some have just happened. 1 wasn't 
sure if T was prepared for this possibility. decided not to 
try any preparatory techniques, . 

1 drifted into a light sleep, and shortly, I woke up feel- 
ing paralyzed. Since 1 was alone, I was very reluctant to 
“get out,” That's when I noticed that three to four 
humanoid figures were standing around me: They 
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"appeared to have hoods and robes. I wasn't quite ready 
for this (as if I ever am). T fought my way back to the 
physical and reconnected. 

Who were the new apparitions? They resembled rel 
gious monks. I wondered if Iwas simply dreaming or was 
this an authentic visitation, And if so, what could they 
possibly want from me? 

In retrospect, the strange part aboue this visitation 
was that I was not the only one to see these hooded fi 
tures; so did someone else who at the time I had not met, 
but would soon become one of my dearest friends. Kime 
berly Clark Sharp, author of After the Light, wrote about 
the monklike entities long before we'd ever met, Hows 
ever, a major difference between her encounter and mine 
‘was that the figures also spoke to her: she saw them after 


her near-death experience and [ saw them while partially 
out-of-body, 
q Later, I would discover that in fact the nonphysical 


entities I had seen were trying to communicate with me, 
but I was too preoccupied with suppressing my feat: Thi 
kept me from raising my own vibratory level to that of 
the hooded figures—almost like partially tuning into a 
television station where you can pick up the video buc 
not the audio. This was also one of my first encounters 
with whae.I later found out are guiding spirits. These 
spirits come and go depending on the needs of the one 
being guided. In a way, they were preparing me for. the 
role of a slightly different sort of guide, a psychic rescuer. 


PSYCHIC RESCUE © 


71. 


Behold, | send an angel before thee, to keep 
thee in the way, and to bring thee unto the 
place which | have prepared, 


Exodus 23:20-21 


Y March 14, 1994 


was dreaming that I was walking through my house 
when I became lucid within the dream, I was instantly 
back in my body, feeling paralyzed, except that in my 
third eye there was a picture, I focused on it, and it grew 
larger. ‘Then 1 was in the picture. I leaned forward and 
took off into the sky. [ flew around for a while, then 
returned to my body. ‘The picture in the third eye reoc+ 
curred and I flew again, bur this time while flying, I felt 
drawn to a large one-story building. 

I floated through the front doors into a huge dining 
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hall. The room was filled with humanoid figures dressed 
in’ nineteenth-century attire. 1 immediately thought of 
Gone With the Wind and smiled, because 1 never liked 
that movie. Milling through the crowded room were 
thrce entities serving food and drinks. Although the room 
was filled to capacity, I somehow sensed these three 
shapes as the only genuine apparitions. 

Feeling less threatened by one, a female entity, I cau- 
tlously approached her. She was dressed like the kitchen 
help from a Southern plantation, The female looked at 
me, then quickly turned back to her duties. At firs 
tended to talk to the’ figures at nearby tables be: 
wasn’t sure what was going on, Were these three figures 
entities or not? Why did T sense a difference. between 
them and the rest of the figures? Why was I drawn h 
in the first place? Why did 1 fee! the need to help therm? 

I watched the female entity for a while, then asked, 
“What are you doing 

“Get back ta work!” she yelled, chen moved away. 

T approached her again and said, “You don’t have to 
cater to these people anymore. They aren't real!” 

“ifn you don't git back ca servin', you goan git 
whooped” 

I wondered for a moment who was going to adminis- 
ter this “whoopin’.” T looked over at the two male 
apparitions, who glanced fearfully at me, then doubled 
cheir serving speed. I told the woman that I was leaving 
and that they were all welcome to’come with me, 

“We cain't do dat cuz chey’ll come after us!” blurted 
‘one of the males. 
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I turned to the seemingly crowded room and 
“announced, “I’m leaving, and no-one here’s going to stop 
“me!” (Where did all this courage come from?) The crowd 
f imitation people showed as much interest as a room 
ull of mannequins. I walked to the front doors, went 
utside, and was immediately followed by all three of the 
_ entities I had been talking to. 
“What we goan do now?” inquired the female. 
“It's simplet” | said, “I will teach you how to fly! 
|The four of us then headed down the street. One of 
Pthe males kept looking back over his shbulder as if he 


“ siniled, He seemed to sense my confidence and relaxed a 
"bit. instructed all of chem to join hands, lean forward, 
ind push off. We all Flew! I kept low at first, then we 
egan to climb rapidly.” 
"I glanced back and forth, checking on my students’ 
| progress. Suddenly without warning they disappeared. 
) After this encounter I was filled with questions, Where 
| did che entities disappear to? Why didn’c I fear them as 1 
isually did? How long had these three been stuck in 
+++ pseucloreality? I remember Dr, H, explaining that 
[when people die, they sometimes become prisoners in 
their own self-created belief systems, For example, an 
dividual may pass on and not know it, or refuse to 
| accept his own death; then he may continue to “haun 
‘an old stomping ground, castle, hotel, etc. 
| Ie Would later be explained by someone very close to: 


“me thar not only should T have helped, but I was obli- 
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gated to do so, “As you have been assisted, so shall you 
assist.” | was told thar it is part of a universal law thar 
not only is practiced on the “other side,” but was 
intended to be practiced on ‘this side” as well, 

I became curious about the ‘origin of the expression 
“che witches are riding you,” used’ by my grandmother's 
generation to- deseribe the paralysis. My aunt informed! 
me she had a’book that described witches traveling, out- 
of-body. She told me that while she was reading the 
book, she became so frightened sho tossed the book up 
into the top of her closet and tried to forget it. The book 
remained there unopened for years. 

To make a long story short, I got my hands on this 
mystical manuscript, entitled The Mayic of Witehoraft. 
‘The book describes how witches were linked with the 
dload and astral travel and how they communicated with 

while out-of-body, ‘The hook also explains how 
es lingered around graveyards to assist the newly 
doparted dead to adape to the spicit realm. 

Te appenrs that witches haye long taken on the respon- 
sibility of rescuing lost souls, Was this whae I had done? 
Could I be considered a witch? I began to wonder if tl 
is how the paralysis became associated with “ti 
witches.” Was it merely a coincidence that witches also 
practiced astral travel? 

Three hundred years ago would I have been accused 
of practicing witcherafe? Wore carly astral travelers 
burned at the stake in Salem for speaking of their out-of- 
body explorations? An interesting connection is that this 
theory of “psychie rescue” is described in the book Seth 
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Speaks, by Jane Roberts, and in Robert Monroe's last 
book, Ultimate Journey. 

This then explains the compelling urge 1 had to help 
the Southern’ plantation entities, Is this what I am sup- 
posed to be doing as part of my out-of-body travels? Am 
|| I destined to help lost and confused souls? 

I began to wonder if this could now explain my fear 
of ghosts and spirits, Flave they been trying to contact me 
unbeknownst to niy everyday self? 


Y norit5, 1994 


© That nighe I wene to bed asking aloud for help in hav- 
ing a conscious out-of-body experience, I lay flat on my 
bbnek and drifted off into a light sleep. 

T woke up in the grip of the paralysis, I also observed 
thar my wife was holding my hand at least I thoughe it 
was her, T noticed the hand fele smaller than usual, almost 
childlike. This was frightening, I felt my as 
floating upward from the waist down, 1 proj 
don't want to have an out-of-body experience.” 

A male voice spoke into my left ear and I tried co calm 
down. In response, the yoice changed to female, as if it 
sensed my fear, The female yoice was more calming but 
not much, As if to further ease my anxiety, the voice 
changed to a soft whisper. I found this less threatening, 
and I tried to relax. But I still didn’t want.an out-of-body 
experience, soft voice or not!” 

This conflict continued for a long time. I would force 
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myself to reconnect with my physical body, only to start 
drifting out again, Finally I reconnected and sat up. My 
wife was over on the other side of our king-size bed. Her 
back and hands were our of my reach. So whose hand 
hhad I been holding? To find out, I lay down and swiftly 
slipped back into the paralysis. The hand was there 
again, gently holding mine. 

‘After I forced another earthly reconnection, I got out 
of bed, walked into the bathroom, and said alond, “Thar 
is enough. I have to go to work in the morning.” 

Looking-at the clock, I was alarmed to see it was one 
‘A.M. The whole series of events had taken three hours! 1 
went back to bed and slept the remainder of the night 
without further interruption, 

Thad reached a stage when I was frequently conract- 
ing spirits on the astral plane. Yer the instinctive fear felt 
kepr holding me back. I did take a step forward on my 
next flight, but conquering the fear would continue to be 
my biggest obstacle. 


@ April 12, 1994 


T lay down and went through the usual preparations. 
T let go’ of the physical. I don’t remember leaving my 
body, bur I do recall the sensation of flying. I seemed to 
be on autopilor, flying high and steady. 

T remembered I had spoken to an Eckankar friend 
about my failed attempts to meet my guide. My friend 
asked simply, “Did you look behind you?” I decided to 
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take advantage of the autopilot condition, and looked 
back over my shoulder, toward the back of my legs. 

To my surprise there was an “entity” supporting my 
legs and feet, helping me to fly! I waved at it, and it 
waved back. This was weird! Ir released my legs, flew up i 
beside me, and hugged my waist. Fear closed in on me, 
bur I managed to suppress it. The entity pointed down- 
ward at what looked like Stonehenge. We circled repeat- 
edly over this ancient ceremonial circle. 1 could. see 
figures moving in and around the huge stones. Each 
would stop briefly at a pillar, chen move on to the next. 

‘The scene reminded me, oddly, of patrons at an art 
gallery. The entity/guide began to tell me something, 
about this famous attraction. I was concentrating so hard 
on controlling my fear chat I missed what the entity said. 
‘Ac last I fele P'd had enough of this new experience and 
thought of returning to my body. I sensed a quick visual 
shifr, then rapid motion. I was back and reconnected, yet 
Twas left very disturbed by what I'd just seen! 

The following week would bring another encounter 
with the same spirit. The same problem with communi- 
cation would persist, though. I simply could not get past 
being mortally afraid. 


@ april 19, 1994 


I prepared for takeoff, relaxed, and let go of my phys 
ical body. I found myself flying in autopiloc mode again. 
Tlooked over my shoulder, and sure enough, there was 
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my autopilot, This time “Otto” (as in “Ono-matic 
pilot”) did not wait for me to acknowledge his presence. 
Ono flew up and hugged me around my waist I didn’t 
want to look at Ono direccls, but I did notice his color 
and skin parrern kepr changing. 

Once again Otto pointed down. As before, we were 
flying over Stonehenge. Fear crept over me as Orro spoke 
into my ear. still cannot recall what Oro said. We flew 
round and round over Stonehenge. Oxo continued to 
speak, and I continued to be very uneasy. 

I decided to return. I thought of my body, there was 2 
quick shift, I reconnected, and sat up. Although I tried, I 
was not able to go back to sleep this time. Until that 
point every out-of-body experience Fd experienced was 
unique; there had been no repeat trips. Two astral excur- 
sions to the same place must mean something. but what? 
What was Otto trying to tell me? No matter how hard I 
tried to remember, I couldn't. Soon I would discover that 
the information I received directly from Otto would be 
like planting a seed in the soil of my psyche for sprouting 
and blooming at a later date. I felt as if I was being spi 
imally cultivated. 

I began to suffer from overconfidence, and I rold my 
wife not ro bother pulling me back ro safety the next 
time. How foolhardy this was I found our several weeks 
later. 
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GY May 5, 1996 


This night I let the feeling of the paralysis creep over 

wo release its hold. I was suddenly 

aware of 2 loud roaring sound all around me. It was as if 

a windstorm was raging in my bedroom. The noise was 
almost too much to bear. 

‘My floating motion upward came to an abrupt halt. 
As if from nowhere, someone or something pressed 
firmly up against my backside, from the back of my 
head to the heels of my feet. I projected mentally, 
“Orzo, I don’t like this!” No response. “Who are you?” 
Linquired, but still there was no response. I reached back 
with my astral hands and fel down a pair of arms until 
Ireached the hands. I grabbed them and shook them, try 
ing to provoke a reaction, to no avail. The hands fel life- 
less and rubbery. The hands and fingers were oddly 
flattened and tucked in close to the legs. 

This “thing” not only was pressing hard against me, it 
was breathing slowly in my ear, and I didn’t like it. If this 
thing was Ono, then he was showing far too much affec- 
oa for me. Fear spacked to life within me, and I hit the 
panic button. Abort... abort. . . abo: 

Nothing happened! Where was my wife? Hadn't she 
heard me? Then I remembered telling her if she heard me 
moan, don’t touch me, because I can reconnect . . . all by 
myself. panicked completely, forgetting about the “little 
fingec” trick. I moaned again, with no response. I felt 2 
hard shove, reconnected with my body, and sprang to a 
sitting position. 
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“Didn't you hear me!” I exclaimed. 

“You said you could handle it by yourself!” my wife 
mocked, then mrned over and went back to sleep. 

I got up and walked into the bathroom, still shaken. 
‘Yet when I looked into the mirror, I realized what had 
transpired during the out-of-body experience. The 
“thing” had been my own body! I'remembered tucking 
my hands in close to my thighs as part of my preflight 
preparations. And the slow deep breathing made sense 
fora sleeping body. 

I went back to bed feeling a little foolish. Being afraid 
of my own body was one reason; the other was the over- 
confidence that my wife pointed out for me. 

was still mulling over this lesson when‘a new mani- 
festation of astral eravel showed itself to me. I had been 
thinking in terms of my astral body being a copy of my 
physical body, but 2 new journey showed me yet another 
fascinating variation. 


# May 10, 1994 


Tay down that night not ceally thinking about an out 
of- body experience. I relaxed and drifted off to sleep. 
Twoke at che sound of an intermittent loud crackling. 
T was vibrating like crazy! I prepared for liftoff, focused 
my thoughts, and rose majestically upward into the... 
ceiling fant I stopped and quickly looked back down. 
On the bed lay two figures; was one of them me? Until 
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this journey I had avoided looking directly at my body. 

_ Pim not really sure why, bur I looked this time, briefly, 
‘My wife was on her left side with her back toward my 
" body. It was strange how detached I felt looking at what 
was supposed to be me. Yer it wasn’e really me at all, 
more like a costume I wear. I moved over to a corner and 
quickly scanned the room, looking for uninvited guests. I 
saw no one, but something was different. No, I was dif- 
ferent. Iwas not using my astral body. I was not using 


Tcan describe this in no other way but this: Tappeared 
to be a pinpoint of consciousness and no more. I could 
see the room’in all directions at once. Where was my 
astral body? Did I forget it somewhere? I was over- 
‘whelmed, amazed, and ready to return. I floated back ro 


my body without incident and reconnected. 

‘What was this all about? I seemed to have left ry 

__ astral body. behind. I began to wonder why I needed an 
aitral body in the first place. 

Could it be that the shock of not having a pseudoas- 
tral body would be too disorienting? Did a part of me, 
maybe the higher self, create the vehicle to provide some 
stability for me? During this experience I also became 
aware of vibrational levels that I could not perceive on 
earlier jaunts. Without the limitations of the astral body, 
Iwas somehow now able co sense other nonphysical lev- 
els expanding all around me. All of this was starting to 
make sense to me somehow. The astral body is just that, 
a vehicle for the astral plane. But in order to transition 
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beyond this first level, I would need to shed yet another 
outer shell, 

‘A further strange connection occurred a few days 
later, Over the past few months I had developed a hunger 
for metaphysical literature. I read everything I could find. 
The odd thing was, most of the books I read were gifts or 
were recommended by a friend, or sometimes by a com 
plete stranger. | 

For example, on one occasion, after eating breakfast 
ata local restaurant and waiting at the cash register to 
pay my tab, a man commented about the book I was 
holding, 

That's a good book,” he said, It was Seth Speaks by 
Jane Roberts, 
know,” I said. “1 ean’e seem to put it down.” 

He asked, “Have you read Visions?” 

"No, Thaven's," I said, 

"Gor It!” He smiled and walked out, 

Yet the book referral that produced an odd psych 
connection came while | was attending a monthly [ANE 
meeting with Dr, H. At the good doctor's insistence, I 
recounted © recent out-of-body experience, After I fin= 
ished speaking, one of the IANDS members walked up to 
me and slipped a piece of paper into my shirt pocker. He 
snid, “This is your next book! 

Iooked at the paper: Zolar’s Encyclopedia of Ancient 
and Forbidden Knowledge, The next day | ordered the 
book. Soon I received a phone call from the bookstore in 
‘Newport Beach. Zolar liad arrived and I could pick it up. 
I drove to the bookstore, bought the book, and left. I 
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walked through the parking lot toward my car carrying 
the book, thoroughly wrapped in brown paper. When 1 
tore off the paper, I was shocked by the cover—it fen: 
tured a picture of Stonehenge. Remembering my last two 
trips, I began to feel a weird tingling sensation creeping 
up my spine, What the heck was this about? 

Even though in the last two out-of-body experiences 
my guide had been there without my seeking him out, I 
found out this is not always the case, I guess he has bet: 
ter things to do than baby-sit an apprentice astral trays 
ler. But I tried to contact him anyway, 


& August 20; 1994 


After [used the interrupted sleep technique, I performed 
an abbreviated preflight routine andl teetered on the edge of 
sleep. Still in my physical body I snapped to full lucidity, 
having been startled by the sound of a roaring wind. 

While still in the grip of paralysis, I decided eo choose 
a destination before I left my body. Flying near the clouds 
would be interesting, I faded or dissolved out of my body 
and materialized flying high above the ground, That was 
a different way to start! I paused, then reached for the 

«sky, and climbed at an incredible rate of speed, Soon I 
was among the clouds, Most were heavily saturated with 
moisture. I was homing in on a large, dark cloud when 
my internal warning system went off. A peculiar feeling 
of danger took hold of me, which confused me. But one 
» thing was clear, change course, now! 
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Suddenly there were no clouds, just an endless night 
filled with tiny points of light. All around me were twin- 
Kling stars, It was beautiful. 

The moon seemed to be rushing toward me. I veered 
off and turned back toward the Earth. I could see oceans 
and land masses through a cloudy veil. 

I kept asking myself, Why haven't I done this before? 
The land soon was rapidly approaching. Down, down, 
down... I was falling! I screeched to a halt high above 
the ground, I paused, assuring myself I was still in con- 
trol. I dove downward again, aiming toward the west 
coastline of North America. 

As I approached the coast of California, I could see 
the faine lines of highways and roads. Soon I could see 
cities and clumps of buildings, I flew in low over a street. 
People were crossing streets or standing at bus stops. 1 
flew up to a street sign and floaced there, staring at the 
sign. I could not read the words, I could see letters or sym- 
bols but could not make it out. I felt astrally dyslexic. 

I decided to perform a quick shift co simplify return- 
ing, focused my thoughts on my body, fele a shift from 
location to location, reconnected, and opened my physi- 
cal eyes, 

This journey left me in awe and wonderment. Nor 
only had my suspicions been confirmed abour nor being 
of this earth because I was more than capable of leaving 
it, T now began to think that truly we are of the stars. 
This is fitting, as the word astral means exactly that. 
While 1 was far beyond the environment needed to sup- 
port my corporeal counterpart; I felt I could journey 
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light-years into the void of space, fucled only by the 
power of thoughr. 

In early September 1994, [had an interesting short out- —, 
of-body experience that harked back to my sense of being 
a psychic rescuer. After lying down and performing a 
quicker relaxation routine that night, I drifted off to sleep. 

Dreaming... dreaming . . . slight awareness... I 
could hear a voice . .. I snapped to fall lucid conscious 
ness. 1 was in a crowd of forty ot fifty nonphysical ‘ 
beings. Confused and disoriented, I asked myself, “Is this 
a dream?” This crowd of entities were all focused on a 
single being toward the front and slightly above everyone ( 
else. No one paid any attention to me. I was just part of ‘ 
the spiritual audience, i 

The “speaker” said all beings present were a part of a 
particular purpose. 1 couldn't control my emotions and 
became overly excited, Was I in a class for astral trayel- 
ers? Were these beings disembodied spirits, or were they 
like me, spiritual rourists? A wave of excitement over= 
powered me, and I could feel myself being forced to 
return to my body. I released and gave in. | immediately ‘ 
returned and sar up in bed, astonished at this new 
encounter with otherworldly spir 


& September 20, 1994 i 
Several weeks later, I went to bed at 9:15 and dropped 

off immediately. 1 woke up at 1:28 to use the bathroom. 

Back in bed, I couldn’t fall asleep. I tossed and turned if 
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until 4:12, when finally something began to happen. My 
body slowly fell asleep, and the sense of being paralyzed 
took over 

‘My legs began to rise upward. I wanted to sit ap, and 
I did. Doing this felt so natural that [had to make sure 
‘was sitting up physically. Experimenting, I stood up— 
and noticed,my feet were touching the carpet. T walled 
over to the foot of the bed. As I walked, | simply thought 
about floating, and I did. 

T thought about walking on the carpet, and I floated 
down and walked. I caught sight of the mirror on the 
back of the bedroom doar, and noticed I-had no reflec- 
tion, like Count Dracula. 

T put my hand chrough the mircor on the back of the 
bedroom doos, paused, then dove through it into the hall- 
way. I floated there, trying to decide where I should go. 
Kim came to mind, and I focused on her. Wichout warn- 
ing 1 fele cwo hands on either side of me gently grabbing 
my arms. The hands turned me around and pushed/ 
piilled me our through the walll. I saw noching but black- 
ness. Then I found myself standing in front of an apart- 
ment building. I was ‘totally disoriented. Confused, 1 
forgot my destiriation. I decided to call for Otto again. 1 
pointed to a spot ten feet away and said, “Please appear 
over there.” I looked behind me, but no Otto. I then 
began to think of my body, experienced a quick visual 
shife, felt a slight bit of movement, and reconnected. 

For some reason my memory fails me in the astral 
body, and I sometimes forget where I am going. 

Processing thought appears co be quite different dur- 
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ing soul traveling, almost’as if a link with the brain has 
been interrupted. It appears chat people, places, and 
‘hings with which [ have no emotional ties are of little 
significance. 

|” For example, if ‘planned, while in the physical state, 
to.soul travel to a foreign country to observe top secret 
activities, this event would likely not occur. Not because 
‘Lam incapable of doing it, but for the reason that it has 
no spiritual significance. While soul traveling, I wonder if 
Tthink more like the spiritual being that I am rather than, 
the earthly personality self I’ve slipped free of. 


Y January 14, 1995 


For some reason I had trouble falling asleep and 
tossed and cured until long after midnight. Finally 
something started to happen, even though falling asleep 
was initially my goal. 

The presence of the paralysis was heralded by a 
swarm of buzzing bees. Astrally I sprang to the sitting 
position and looked casually around the bedroom. 1 
focused on floating and rose a foot or so above the blan- 
kets, I became aware of the sound of water coming from 
the other side of the bedroom door. T began to recognize 
the splashing sound; it was the shower in the bathroom, 

wondered why my wife had decided to take a shower 
in the middle of the night. As I focused on the sound, the 
door and wall, which separate our bedroom from the 
hallway, abruptly ceased to be a visual obstacle. I could 
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see the bathroom door framed by the light within, which 
was physically impossible. 

My attention shifted slightly, and I became aware of a 
humanoid figure lying in the bed next ro my body. Oh, 
my God! I thought. If my wife is in the bathroom raking 
a shower, then what is this resting beside me? 

1 began probing the figure with a part of my con- 
sciousness. I was amazed at what transpired because I 
was not using my astral hands to identify this reclining 
intruder, I was using pure thought. I could mentally 
‘touch this being from head to toe all ar the same time. 

Who is this? Fear crept over me. I bolted toward my 
body, using the abort sequence, the little finger trick, and 
fright. I reconnected at the same moment I felt a familiar 
elbow. 

“Are you okay?” my wife asked: 

“Uh, yes . . . I'm fine,” I replied realizing the blatant 
error in observation. had just made. My wife was not 
taking a shower, my older son was. Fecling foolish, I lay 
down, listening to the sounds of my son Brandon com- 
pleting his shower and turning off the water. — 

‘The next moming I asked Brandon why he had 
decided to take a shower at two o'clock in the morning. 
“Dad, I didn’t get off work until one-thirty this morn- 
ing,” he said. “Sorry, did I wake you up?” 

“No, I was already awake, sort of.” 

This experience was a major clue for me abour the 
properties of the physical world. As humans, most of us 
are aware of nothing beyond what our five senses tell us. 
But to a nonphysical spiric or soul traveler, the physical 
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plane is something to perceive only if one chooses to do 

0. So, if can look past the physical world just by focus- 
ing my thoughts, then how real can it be or how impor- 
tant can it be? Is ie just an illusion our five senses have 
convinced us of? Have we all agreed the physical plane 
exists in order for it ro continue as a learning environ- 
ment for souls? As Jesus said, “In my Father's house are 
many mansions.” I suggest the physical world is just one 
of these mansions we can see, but itis far less influential 
in our lives than the mansions we can't see. 


A CHANGE IN 
PERSPECTIVE 


ZS 


When lost in the mental jungles of confusion 
and fear, realize that God! knows the way out! 


Joseph Murphy 


he'effect the out-of-body exper 
‘al literature has had on me has been 

as carly as April 1993, shortly after I started, s 
impressions became a permanent pare of my cons 
ness, 

The first is that T no longer have a fear of death, I 
never dwelled on it before, bue death lost its sense of 
finality. I believe there is a hereafter, and whatever defines 
‘me as me will consciously survive. My relationship with 
TANDS and Rosanna has strengthened this belief tremen- 
dously, I have heard numerous firsthand accounts of 
near-death experiences and'to,me they appear to be alin 
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to my journeys, However, I have not died! And, unlike 
what I have heard about-the near-death experience, 1 
seem to have more control over my travels. Most of the 
time T can choose where to go and when to return. [also 
have what I describe as a “knowing” that has stayed with 
me since neatly the’ beginning, 1am convinced that the 
Jack ofa physical body is my timeless natural state, and 
existing with a physical body is as temporary as a dream, 
During that early out-of-body experience in April 
1993 something happened that forever changed me. 
While 1 floated there above my body, all of a sudden [ fele 
as if my consclousness was somehow opened. up, and 
information about everything was abruptly poured in. 
For the first time in my life I had absolutely 10 questions 
about anything, For a flecting period of time I felt chat 1 
knew everything. Suddenly the ups and downs of che 
h life system macle sense, All che miysteries, frustra 
tions, disnppoinrments, and miracles, all had a distinet 
purpose. I didn't know it ae the time, but later I would be 
told that I may haye had what metaphysicians refer co ns 
a kundalini experience, And while | was in the midse of 
this phenomenon I had the overwhelming feeling of 
nally being home, Not in a physical state, but in a cone 
sciousness state, This 1 refer to as sow consciousness, 
One of the primary lasting by-products of this soul con- 
sciousness is losing the fear of death and realizing chat 
although I am on this earth, I am not of it. Moreover, I 
and we are incredible and powerfal spiritual beings hav- 
ing a human experience, and not just humans having a 
limited spirieual experience, 


ice lend caine ale, TG ony oes cule 

thought probable, My wife and friends have repeatedly 

veferred to me as “a spiritual guide,” T take this asa great 

ent, although I don’e agcee. I do know I have 

_ shared my insights into problems or self-defeating behay- 
“ ior withrothers, and that seems co haye helped them. 


|| Sometimes my suggestion consists of a different way 
of \eokng a a sleuation, ‘The strangest part about the 


mm, In most cages the gui 
me tool I do not make SEONG eae 
Sort, just observations that appear to be very elegr to me. 

On several oceasions L haye applied the nev i 
to my own life with positive results, ‘This remains an 
enigma... at least fo me, 


I was invited by my friend Kim to explore my imagis 
nation in a slightly different manner, Kim invitvd me co 
tend a ps gression experiment conducted by a 
prominent hypnotherapist in Newport Beach, California. 

My relationship with Kim isa little unusual. She feels 
almost like a sister, ‘This I find strange, because I have no 
siblings and have never wished for any, But chere is a 
ond that has been apparent to me from out initial meee- 
ing, Still, when I drove to Newport Beach, 1 kept asking 
myself, “Why are you doing this? This ig a waste of time 
and money. Turn around while you still can! What does 
this have co do with out-of-body experiences anyway?” 
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When we arrived, Kim explained how’she'd done this 
before with remarkable results. We walked to a nearby 
house, knocked on the door, and a middle-aged woman 
opened ir and greeted us with a smile. 

“Welcome! fm Dr. Carbone,” she said, turning for tis 
to follow. “We are just about to get started.” She grinned 
as we climbed the staircase, 

We entered a small but cozy den where six other peo- 
ple were already, seated. We exchanged greetings, then 
found our chairs. Kim and I were seared on opposite ends 
of the room. I felt a litle silly and sat there staring at 
Kim, 

Dr. Carbone explained to us what was to come and , 
said we should relax and follow her instructions, 

The doctor started a tape of prerecorded music and 
began to lead us toward a light hypnotic state. I relaxed 
my body with relative ease, almost like preparing for a 
soul journey. After ensuring that the participants were 
thoroughly relaxed, Dr. Carbone began to describe a for~ 
est with rall, swaying trees. In the forest she described a 
long, winding path and directed us to follow it. At the 
end of the path was a house—one that we had lived in 
during a past life. 

Thave a pretty active imagination, so I gave in to her 
prompting and made an effort to visualize this abode. In 
my mind’s eye grew an image of a white and brown Ger- 
man cottage with darker brown shutters. Following her 
guidance, I moved to the door, opened it, and walked in. 
Icould see a halé-circular staircase on the left and a din- 
ing area toward the right. 
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I moved to the dining table and observed neatly placed 
pewter dishes. I was intrigued by this because Dr. Car- 
bone stopped verbally directing us after I entered the 
doorway. I noticed a warm, flickering glow radiating 
fom the fireplace. I turned and walked over to the stair 
case. I climbed quickly and entered one of the bedrooms 
at the top of the stairs. Inside on the left wall was a closer 
that stood out from the wall and was supported by short 
wooden legs. I opened the closet and found ir filled with 
women’s clothes. Then a strange feeling swept over me. I 
had an instinctive impression that the clothes were - . . 
mine! This was getting too weird, 

Dr. Carbone cut in, “You are leaving that life through 
a long tunnel. As you emerge on the other side, you will 
be in a life previous to the one we just visited.” 

1 found myself standing on a snow-covered mountain- 
side, studded with call trees. Smoke from nearby camp- 
fires permeated the air. But I sensed something else. 
People were moaning. No, people were dying. No, my 
people were dying. We were starving. I looked down at 
my feet, which were shod in furry, knee-high, crudely 
crafted boots. 

This was too much! I looked up from my boots to see 
some of the dead being carried away on two parallel 
poles, drawn by horses. Then it suddenly hit me. My peo- 
ple were dying because the cavalry had driven us away 
from our homeland and into the mountains. 

“I want you to go to the last day of that life,” De 
Cabone interjected. 

Suddenly I was lying down, covered by thick furs. I 
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had been mortally wounded during a one-sided battle. 
We had returned to fight for our land—zhe land of our 
fathers. We didn't have a chance and were brutally 
slaughtered. 

T looked around, I was in a circular, pointed room 
with a fire burning in the center. A flap of hide at the top 
was partially opep to let the rising smoke escape. 

“Ar the count of five, I want you to return to this life, 
Dr. Carbone interrupted. “You are healthy and whole.” 

“One... two... three... four...” Isat up slowly, 
thinking, *What a geeat imagination I hav 
lead coming back to life, the other time tra 
to stretch and yawn, 

Dr. Carbone looked straight at me, “So, tell us about 
your experience. Did anything happen?” 

“Uh, no. I was just using my imagination.” (Wasn't 1?) 

“Please, don’t be shy. Tell ust” insisted Dr. Carbone, 

Reluctantly I shared my story, but only included bits 
and pieces with very few details, While I spoke, I couldn't 
help but notice Kim staring at me with a blank look an 
her mouth wide open. “What's with her?” I thought. 1 
didn’t think my story was that interesting. 

I quickly ended my tale and relinquished the podium. 
‘The good doctor thanked me for sharing, then began, 
prompting the next person. I noticed that Kim was stil 
staring at me. Had I made a fool of myself? Before long 
the doctor asked Kim about her experiences. Kim's stare 
finally broke off. 

Kim began to tell the exact same story as mine. While 
I listened, | fele very disappointed in her. Why would she 
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blatantly copy my intaginary story? Was she trying to 
give my story some validity, to keep me from regretting 
© this entire venture 

As she described the table settings inside the comage, 
then the radiant fire and the large wooden dining table, 1 
thought, Wait a minute! I hadn’t shared that part of the 
story. Was this justa lucky guess? No, the details were far 
too elaborate. 

Kim then began to describe her reincarnated life after 
the German one. She pictured the snow scene in the 
mountains, but from a slightly different perspective, She 
told of the starvation, the dead being dragged off on two 
poles 

Hold on a minutet I'd completely left that part outt 
My mouth dropped open. Now it was my turn to stare at 
her. Kim continued to describe events and details that I 
had imagined but not shared. I was at a loss. 

After the session ended, Ki inued to compare 
‘our experiences, We were both shocked. I don't believe in 
reincarnation!” I said, “Ar least I thought I didn't!” 

Was there some logical explanation? How could we 
share the same . . . daydream? Kim began to tell me how 
more times than nor, souls somehow reincarnate together 
lifetime after liferime, Well, | never would have guessed 
that I could leave my body and fly all over creation, 
Maybe reincarnation is possibl 

Sometime later I would discover that like vibrational 
souls somehow reincanate with each other over and 
over again. I now believe that Kim and I, for some rea- 
son, fit into this category. Are we here to assist each 
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other through this school of life? Thinking back, I see 
thar Kim has helped steer me into more than 2 few 
opportunities for spiritual growth, and I hope I have 
done the same for her. 


5 


A RELATIVE 
ENCOUNTER 


Bays 


Life is a state of becoming, and death is 
merely a part of the process. 


—Jane Roberts 


D"™ one of my out-of-body flights in mid-1994 I 

was drawn to a location I can only describe as “a 

meeting place.” I do not believe this place is a physical 

’snot on Earth, At least twice I have felt 

cible urge to “blink out” and follow its magnetic 

pull, When in this location I felt overwhelmed by the 

countless entities seemingly milling around. These beings 
paid very little if any attention to me. 

I wondered if this was an emtity’s self-created pscudo- 
reality, or was I in the midst of hundreds of entities? 
Oddly, [felt only a litele fearful. I scanned the crowd and 
was puzzled as to why they were here, wherever here 
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was. Suddenly, 1 recognized the face of a being a short 
distance away—looking directly at me! I thought, “No 
‘way; it couldn't be her.” The entity bore a striking resem- 

| blance to my late aunt Vera. Why would I see her? 1 
haven't thought of her in years, I almost never.think of 
her. oh 

Aunt Vera was my mother’s sister who died of cancer 
in August 1982. I was very close to her in my youth, but 
we had grown distant during most of my.adult life. 

Now here was my aunt, standing/floating directly in 
front of me, I felt fear cear its ugly head. If this is her, I 
thought, then she is the first spirit whom I knew and who 
lived and died in my lifetime. I was a pallbearer at her 
funeral, This encounter unleashed a flood of emotions 
that I could not handle. I thought of my body and 
retreated for home at warp speed. When I reconnected, I 
was dazed by whac had oceurred. 

Should I tell my mother I saw her deceased youngest 
sister? Was it really her? She did appear to recognize me, 
while the other beings paid no attention, 

A few days later, I slipped free of my body and took 
off on a local sortie. Soon I experienced thar magnetic 
pull again, and | followed it. I arrived and found the mul- 
titudes the same as before. This time I had one person on 
my mind, my aunt: As if responding to a page, there, a 
short distance away, appeared Aunt Vera, This time she 
slowly approached me. 

With two parts courage arid one part fear, I curiously 
inquired, “Aunt Vera, aren’t you dead?” 

“Yes, Lam!” she said, smiling at me. 
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Istared at her, perplexed. Yes, it was her—a part of 
me knew it. I also could feel an intense sénsation of love 
emanating from her, 

I fele a need to return to my body, focused my 
thoughts, and sped off. After reconnecting, I reflected on 
what had occurred and realized the ever-present fear of 
spirits had diminished dramatically. Through Aunt Vera, 
Tunderstood a little more about them somehow and was 
comforted, 
"This strange current running among families was illus- 
trated in a more dramatic way in early October 1994. At 
this time my wife and I had been following her uncle’s 
Progress after surviving surgery that removed a grape- 
fruit-sized tumor from his chest, My wife’s uncle was now 
in critical condition in a Los Angeles hospital. On Octo- 
ber 7, at 10:15 p.M., the phone rang once. My wife 
answered. By the sound of her voice, I knew the inevitable 
had happened. Her uncle was free from suffering at last. 
I comforted my wife the best I could, until she drifted 
~ off to sleep. As I relaxed beside her, I wondered if it was 
too soon to attempt an encounter with her uncle, Was it 
even possible? I decided to try and focused my thoughts 
on him as much as I could..T did-the preparatory tech- 
niques, relaxed, and released. 

Shortly thereafter I was aware of the detachment that 
signals the presence of the paralysis. | allowed the upper 
half of my astral body to tise’ slightly above the physical 
cone. Just then I fele the approach of a presence beyond 
the bedroom door, The presenée was strong and unmis- 
takable; someone was definitely approaching, 
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T stared as a humanoid figure stood morionless in the 
doorway of our bedroom. I could hardly control myself. Was 
my wife's uncle paying us a visit, or wast... a burglar? 

T instantly reconnected and sat up physically, The 
doorway was vacant. I lay back down, willing myself to 
return to the paralysis, and quickly I did. T rose above my 
corporeal body again—and the apparition appeared part 
way through the doorway. 

‘Was this my wife's uncle? And if it wasn’t, then who 
else could it be? I could not make out the facial features. 
Even if I could, | might nor have recognized him because 
Vd only met him a couple of times. But, seemingly at my 
request, his spirie was paying us a visit. 

The entity slowly backed away from the doorway, and 
Ino longer felt its presence. I reconnected, sat up, and 


reached for my journal. 

The encounters with my aunt and my wife’s uncle 
reminded me of an incident twenty years earlier. Then I 
considered what happened co be coincidence, as so many 
people do. In light of these astral meetings, though, I've 
decided thar this phenomenon represented a glimmering 
of a much wider universe open to us. 


{On March 15, 1973, | was an Airman First Class in 
the United States Air Force, stationed in Wichita Falls, 
Texas. That day a few fellow servicemen and I decided to 
spend our free time at Six Flags Over Texas, an amuse- 
ment park. 

‘We all boarded the largest roller coaster and prepared 
for che worst, About halfway through the ride, though, a 
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fecling unlike anything I've ever felt consumed me. Over 
whelming sadness and depression dominated me totally. 
I could no longer enjoy the remainder of the ride. When 
I exited the coaster, my friends became immediately 
aware of my mood. 

“Are you okay, AI? You don’t look so good.” 

“Pm all right, bur something is very wrong. Some- 
thing has happened, I can feel it!” I said. 

Ir didn’t make sense. I was supposed to be having 2 
good time, not depressing everyone. But the feeling thar 
Bripped me was not to be ignored. 

“Lhave to call my mother in Los Angeles,” I blurted 
out. I found a public phone and called home. My mother 
answered, and withour pausing to say hello, I desperately 
inquired, “Mom, what's wrong?” 

She replied, “Albert, we have been trying to contact 
you most of the day. Your father just died. 

It was as if a subconscious part of me sensed a prob- 
lem, and the conscious part of me knew where to find the 

answer. The overpowering sadness thar I fel made sense 
now. I shared the sad news with my friends. 

“That was weird, Al! How did you know?” 

“I have no idea,” I replied. “No idea.” 

Later that cay, I returned to the place where I was liv- 
ing just outside of Sheppard Air Force Base. As we pulled 
up, [noticed a nore flapping back and forth on the wind 
shield of my car. It was from the Red Cross, stating thar 
it was urgent and that I should contact them at once. I 
called the number on the note, sure of its purpose. 

‘After arriving back in Los Angeles, I found out more 
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about my father’s passing. Although repearedly warned 
by his physician, my father died from alcoholism. He 
drank himself to death. 

‘Now in July 1994, after having experienced what was 
‘becoming a series of supernatural encounters, I decided 
to explore the world of ghosts. In the following nwo years 
attended numerous lectures and classes on esoteric sub- 
jects such as mind projection, psychokinetic energy 
(spoon bending); opening your “thied eye,” Incid dream- 
ing, and ghost hunting. The majority of these were held 
at the Learning Light Foundation in Anaheim. 

After attending these classes, I signed up to get the 
monthly newsletrer In a few months I received an edition 
thar fearured an internationally known psychic -and 
medium. Rose Clifford was said ro have acquired, ar the 
age of sixreen, the capability to communicate with the spirit 
world. She was now fifty-two years young. In the days 
before my own soul sravel, I would have scoffed at medi- 
ums or psychics, bur the recent encounters had changed 
all that. 2 

made an appointment to see this medium. Because of 
her popularity, I had to schedule it rwo weeks in advance. 
During that time I Kept telling myself I was not going 70 
tell the medium anything thar might give her an oppor- 
tunity to mumble vague, if true, things about me. 

The medium greeted me with 2 starched British 
accent. She motioned for me to sit facing her, then asked 
t0 hold my wedding ring. Saying nothing ar all, I smiled 
and handed my ring 10 her 

The medium considered for several minures, thea 
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ssated, “There is 2 man here, ¢ tall man.” (Okay, that’s 
prenry 
‘ou were his boy,” she relayed. (This was beginning 
_ 20 sound a little rehearsed} 
“He says he is sorry he left you.” (Well, 1 guess I 


man drank a biz, didn’t he?” (I began to lis- 
but still gave no sesponse-} 

“As a matter of fact, his drinking is what killed him.” 
(She had my full attention, although she did not specifi- 
cally say ix was my father) 

“There is also 2 grandfather here. He appears to have 
had a drinking problem too.” (This was tue about my 
mother’s father, bur it was still oo ambiguous.) 

“Thar's very ineresting,~ | finally said. 

“also sense that you are being influenced by or have 
been in contact with one or two beings of light,” she 
asserted. : 

‘The medium said she saw me speaking at a podium 

~ before 2 large crowd of people. I did not know it then, 
but two months later I would be asked zo speak at a pop- 
ular men’s club to 2 group of 2 hundred or more. 
Although I tried to decline the offer, the scheduled 
speaker developed a severe throat infection, which left 
sme without a way out. During the entire one-hour lec- 
ture, I kepr thinking back to Ms. 


S wake are ‘ding youl” i baw my 
grandmother had described i. 
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In all my excitement about out-of-body experiences, I 
completely forgot that my mother still suffered with the 
feeling of paralysis. I wondered if she, too, at the age of 
seventy-two, could have an astral experience. If nothing, 
else, I could relieve her concerns about what happened to 
Robert . . . couldn't 12 Did my mother’s fear of the 
witches prevent her from “getting out”? One day 1 sat 
with my mother and shared some of my. discoveries 
about the paralysis, 

Surprisingly. enough, she was very receptive and eager 
to perform some of her own experiments. A week or two 
Jater she told me the following: 

“L woke up paralyzed and nearly forced my way out 
of it,” she sald, Chen thought about what you said and 
relaxed a bit.” She then repeated several times, “I wane 
to floae upward,” She tole me that she began to rise, ancl 
as she did, she became aware of someone holding her 
hand, Unlike me, she was not fearful, even though this 
was her first flight, She did, however, feel uncomfortable 
outside of her body and quiclely returned. 

My cou Robert had also suffered from feeling 
paralyzed, but he had died a few years earlier, Md been 
told that he was in the paralysis state when he passed 
on, Catherine, Robert’s wife, said her husband was 
moaning, which was theie signal for her to shake him 
and wake him up, Normally, this was enough to rouse 
him, but Robert soon stopped moaning and slipped 
away. 

In the later part of 1994, I spoke with Catherine, She 
explained to me that they had been married for thirty- 
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©) two years, and Robert had had witches “riding” him for 
the entire time, All those years opportunity had been 
knocking on Robert’: doos, but he was afraid to answer, 
Catherine shared with mea story that I believe shows just 
how close he may have been. 

One morning she woke early and left Robert still 
sleeping in thelr bed, ‘Their granddaughter, Denise, 
visiting and rose from bed early as well, Denise, eager to 
see if her geandfather was awake, walked into the beds 
room and crept over to the bed, “Poppi,” as she called 
him, was lying there with his eyes closed, repeatedly 
moaning. Thinking Robert was dreaming, she loft with 
out disturbing him, Catherine heard the barely audible 
moaning and looked away from the television to see 
Denise slipping out of the bedroom, 

“What is that noise?” she asked he child, ’ 

“Oh, chae’s just Poppi making thar noise,” Denise sid 

nocently, / 

Catherine realized thaé the moaning was Robert’ sige 
nal to be shitken awake, ran into the bedroom, and shook 
Robert frantically, Robert woke and immediately com: 
plained, : 

“That child came into the room, looked into my face, 
and left without waking met” 

“She didn't know you wanted to be awakened,” 
defended Cacherine, 

I find it interesting chat Denise saw. her grandfather 
lying thece asleep, which implies that his eyes were 
closed. He spoke of her walking into the room, looking 
at him, then leaving. Gould Robert have been peering at 
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her through his third eye? How could he see Denise at 
all? Was he slightly “out-of-body 

Catherine told me that not only did Robert have a 
problem with riding witches, but so did his father, his 
brother, and even their daughter. 

“Your daughter?” | asked, interested. 

“Yes, Catty still suffers from that problem,” she 
replied. 

I could hardly contain my excitement. There was 
someone else with whom I could share my discovery. 1 
asked for Catty’s address and phone number, thanked 
Catherine, and left. 

Later that week I met with Catty, who was in her early 
fifties, and shared practically everything I could remember 
about my out-of-body experiences. With enthusiasm I 
told her that she, too, could soon be off on her own excur- 
sions, After listening to me for a half hour or so, she gazed 
at me with a rigid expression and remarked, “Why would 
Twant to do thar? T just wane to know how to reconnect.” 

I was snatched back to reality. Just because out-of- 
body experiences had become a major part of my life, 
why would I assume they would be for her too? I shared 
with her the “little finger trick,” apologized for taking up 
so much of her time, and left. 

Ac firse { thought that Catty’s response represented the 
opinions of just a few, bur sadly I have found many peo- 
ple who were unable to at least consider what I was shar- 
ing about out-of-body experiences. Once again fear acts 
like a roadblock to higher learning. Carty reacted as if 
there was no turning back if she ever decided to follow 
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me. Which was far from the truth. But then maybe she’s 
= right, because I have come to the realization that there is 
no turning back for me, not that I'd want to turn back. 
Doing so at this point would be like trying to climb a tree 
that has been cut down long ago. 
Finally, I'd like to relate a humorous journey—though 
intriguing in its possibilities. Those near and dear to you 
are not always people. 


& January 11, 1995 


[fell asleep around ten-thirty, and woke up about one, 
feeling slight vibrations. I did some exercises and slipped 
into the paralysis. 

With the help of my astral vision, I began to slowly 
scan the bedroom, Unexpectedly, outside the window 1 
heard my dog, a German shepherd named Bear, barking 
frantically. Normally Bear sleeps inside the house at 
night, but evidently one of us forgot to let him in. Why 
was he barking right outside my bedroom wihdow? In 
the seven years we'd had him, he had never done that. 1 
reconnected with my body and sat up. Bear immediately 
stopped barking. I curiously parted the curtain and 
looked our of the window. I could see Bear calmly walk- 
ing back from the other side of the backyard. I got out of 
bed, let him in, and went back to bed, grounded for the 
rest of the night. 

Here’s the question: Did Bear somehow know I was 
out-of-body? He stopped barking che moment I recon- 
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nected as if he knew, and started walking away from the 
window even before I looked out. Are animals sensitive 
to asteal forms or the disembodied, life force? Did Bear 
sense some type of energy field I was generating? 


STAR LIGHT, STAR 
BRIGHT 


ZS 


With God all things are possible. 
—Matthew 19:26 


‘hie astral body is a wondrous vehicle, It provides a 
“§ sense of security and stability for the earthbound self 
by emulating the physical body. Ir allows us:to appear 
well-dressed, beautiful, handsome, and as tall or short as 
our ego wants us to be. But the astral body is not always 
needed. Ebelieve it is just one more costume we wear: It 
appears to secve.the same purpose as a child’s security 
blanket. This first became apparenc to me the night I 
found myself only. pinpoint of consciousness, and his 
sensation would be repeated on Halloween night—of all 
times—the following year, Yet something even more 
wondrous would take place: I would find my higher self. 
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Y October 31, 1994 


I meditated for twenty minutes before I fell asleep 
with my hand on my wife’s leg. Shortly thereafter I was 
yanked back co full awareness, very much conscious of 
feeling paralyzed. I sat up astrally and surveyed the bed- 
room—no third party. I moved to my left coward my wife 
ina backward sliding motion. I was dragging something 
behind me that felt like a deflated inner tabe. 

Ac that moment I realized that parts of me were in 
three separate locations. My physical body was flat on its 
back on the right side of our bed. My astral body was the 
deflated inner tube dragging behind me, and [ was a pin- 
point of consciousness. I sniveyed all of this in bewilder~ 
ment. 

As I continued to move around my wife’s head, I dis- 
covered to my amazement chat I was not my normal size. 
Iwas tiny and my wife appeared to bea giant. I had slid 
to her left side, staring at her wich childlilce curiosity, 
when she suddenly moved. As if I were at the end of a 
leash, I was instantly jerked back into my bodies. I recon- 
nected and realized that my physical hand was still rest- 
ing on my wife’s leg. Every time she moved, so would my 
hand, This had forced me to rerurn. 

Tay back, trying not to move, and mentally reached 
out for the paralysis. I detached from the physical and sat 
up astrally. 

1 found Otto standing on my right toward the foot of 
the bed. I siniled and greeted him openly without fear. 
Otto floated over to the side of the bed and stopped near 
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my pillow. I stared at him with wonderment, I couldn’e 
help but notice the luminescent brilliance of my spiritual 
friend, The warm angelical glow that emanated from him 
was awe-inspiring. Then, without warning, I received 
mental information that obliterated che last remnants of 
my religious upbringing. 

Twant to share what I now believe to be an inescapable 
self realization. My guide, my guardian angel, my Otto- 
matic pilot, I believe is my higher self. Ir stretches far 
beyond my'imagination to fabricate a concept like this 
one. But I believe the being is me in a higher form of con- 
sciousness. An inner part of me somehow understood 
that this “Oversoul,” as Jane Roberts referred to it, has 
been with me from my physical beginning. In essence, he 
has always been wich me, and always will be. 

‘Abruptly, inadvertently, I reconnected; my wife ‘had 
moved again, I moved physically away from her and 
attempted to return to the state of paralysis, to no avail. 
‘Moving physically had somehow disrupted the continu- 
ity of the out-of-body experience. I lay there completely 
connected and awake, 

In retrospect, I thought, I now kngw that I am not 
alone, I will not be alone, nor have I ever been alone! 1 
believe that I am guided by my higher self, which in ram, 
is guided by “All That Is,” God. 

This view was seconded at a recent IANDS meeting, 
when a newcomer, sharing her experience for the first 
time, spoke of an expression thar her angel/guide said to 
her that left her puzzled, ‘Toward the end of her near- 
death experience, just before she returned to her body, 
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her spiritual guide shared this insight: “The smaller light 
follows the larger, and the larger light follows the 
Sowrce.” To me, the meaning of this starement was very 
apparent. 


Y November 7, 1994 


1 fell asleep carly, about nine, and woke at one. I 
tossed and turned until ehree-thirty (the interrupted sleep 
technique, sort oft). I lay there, mentally reachingioue for 
the paralysis, until it slowly crept over me like a river of 
warm honey. I focused on picking a destination and casu- 
ally thought of walking in our den, Just like that I ceased 


This “blinking out” at one location and “blinking in” 
at another threw me off guard. 1 paused and asked 
myself, “Am I dreaming?” My gaze panned the room as 
1 started to walk through the house. I floated up about 
five inches and skipped through one of the bedrooms to 
my four-year-old son's bedroom door. I paused, walked 
through the door, and slid over to my son, Devan’s, bed, 
1 noticed that he had kicked off the blankets T had so 
carefully tucked in. 1 began to hover over his bed, feeling 
protective of this frail little being, 

eft my son’s bedroom through the wall, performed a” 
Guick patrol of the rest of the house, then casually 
thought of my body. As if were on an invisible conveyor 
belt, Theaded toward my bedroom. Reconnection Was so 
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slightly noticeable I wasn’t sure if it had happened or not. 
The litle finger trick placed! me back in control of my 
body. 

‘These seemingly endless variables are amazing. I seem 
to be able to fly to a location or “blink out” and “blink 
in” to wherever my thoughts are focused. What are we 
that we can do these wondrous things? 

During this out-of-body experience I also found that 
my emotions seemed to be greatly intensified, almost as 
if [had become the emotion itself, For example, the feel- 
ing of love for my son was geeatly intensified as | hovered 
over his bed, Many sages have spoken of love as a source 
of great light, and this night I felt L had discovered what 
they meant. 


Y November 11, 1994 


I became aware of the paralysis bue was not. fully 
focused on the feeling of falling backward or the short- 
ness of breath that sometimes accompanies it, Before 1 
could file my mental flighe plan, 1 blinked out of my 
physical body with no destination in mind, I knew imme- 
diately that I was not at the controls and that something 
was amiss. 

I blinked into the middle of nowhere. All around me 
there was an endless darkness, except directly in front of 
me; there was a single source of bright light, It was as if 
a blue-white star was burning a hole in the middle of 
black velver curt 
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‘The Light radiated outward in long bright rays, like a 
crystal comprised of thousands of needlelike spears. The 
shards penetrated my very soul. I can best describe this 
expérience from the perspective of the reentry heat shield: 
on the Apollo 11 space capsule: As the space capsule’s 
heat shield resisted the extreme temperatures of an Earth 
reentry, microscopic pieces were vaporized and burned 
away. The Light pierced through me, Like the capsule’s 
heat shield, parts of me were burned away. Parts I no 
longer needed, The Light was excruciatingly wonderful, 
All at once I was wrenched from the Light and tossed 
back into my body. 

“Are you okay?” my wife asked. 

“Pm all right,” I said, wondering why I had come 
back so abruptly. 

“You were moaning, so I shook you,” she explained, 

At this point, I tried not to focus on my swife return 
because I wanted desperately to go back. I didn't have 
long co wait. I was overcome by paralysis and blinked 
Out. I blinked into the same locale as before, to the same 
radiant brilliance. And just as before, I fele the unwanted 
pieces of myself being burned away. Subconsciously this 
entire sequence of events was completely familiar and 
welcome. f 

Oh, what a heavenly Light! 

Then, without warning, I was slammed back into my 
body, hard! 

“Are you all right?” my wife asked. 

“Yes, I'm fine!” I responded, feeling a little irritated, 
After this, try as I might, I was not able:to return to the 
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"Light. Ir seems that a feeling of anger is extremely perni 
cious to the chain of events leading to an out-of body 
experience. Negative emotions are likely ro stifle any 
attempts made to achieve a higher state of consciousness. 
In my physical life, I have begun to find out thac anger is 
truly a useless tool. We use it knowingly and unknow- 
ingly to change persons of situations around us for the 
better. Ar least that is the intention, In truth, it is an 
instrument of control, dominance, and destruction. 
Reflecting back on my use of anges, I can’t think of one 
time when it has made my situation better, not one! More 
times than not it made the situation worse. And if we 
have enough faith in God that everything is being guided 
anyway, why would we need anger to change it? Faith 
and anger don’t mis 


Y November 17, 1994 


I could barely stay awake. I read for a while, then fell 
asleep for the night, or so I thought. My wife woke at 
one-thirry, gor up to check on Devon, then got back into 
bed with a thump. 

Twas now awake. I lay there feeling completely aban- 
doned by the sandman. I tossed and turned until 3:20 
A.M—on a weeknight. The thoughr of driving to work 
semicomatose did not appeal to me. 

“Well, Al, since you've practically performed the 
interrupted sleep technique, you may as well top it off 
with a preflight!” I thought to inyself. 
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“Okay, I will!” I was ready to try anything at that 
point. I completed the preflight, disengaged my astral 
parking brake, and waited. After about ten minutes, I 
could feel paralysis creeping up on me. My ears were 
assaulted by a loud crackling. I focused my thoughts, 
heard a loud “pop,” and was literally tossed out of my 
body. 

* Asif L were being summoned, I headed straight for the 
wall that separates the living room from our bedroom. 
Without hesitation I dove through the wall and quickly 
came toa halt, had emerged partially into a black empty 
Void, The upper half of my astral self was in the void, and 
the lower half was still in my bedroom. 

‘There was no sound, surface, of light source out there, 
just a nothingness that seemed to stretch in all directions. 
Although I could not see it, I sensed a barrier of some 
kind far, far ahead of me, 

1 ventured forward, only gradually increasing speed. 
After what seemed like an eternity, I came to a stop. 
“Turn around before you get lost,” a fearful voice inside 
commanded. 

Hooked for a landmark, bur the darkness was endless. 
I thought, “Whar if there’s nothing on the other side?” 

After checking to see if 'd changed my orientation, I 
mentally put myself into reverse and backed out the way 
1 came in—feer first. 1 felt a surface behind me and 
backed right through it to my bedroom. 

“Maybe you should try this direction some other time!” 

I mmed toward the bedroom door and floated into 
the hallway. I floated down to the carpet and walked into 
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the living room to examine the wall I should have’ 
emerged fromearlier. There was nothing peculiar about 
the wall on this side. I decided to perform a quick recon- 
naissance of the house. 

1 zipped though the kitchen and into the den, Observ- 
ing nothing out of the ordinary, I turned and reeraced my 
path. I curned the corner and headed toward the living, 
room and almost ran right into Otto. 

He scemed to have been waiting for me. Another 
entity stood a few feet away but did not approach us, No 
words were exchanged, just images and feelings, And all 
of this seemed very familiar to me, Le was as if Thad beet 
interacting with the evo of them, in this manner, for a 
very long time. 

I sensed that the entity a few feet away was not there 
because of me bur because of my wife, Could this be her 
guide or angel? What also occurred to me was that I felt 
no fear at all! 1 fele myself being recalled eo my body, 
Without resisting, | quickly returned to the physical, 

The famous line of Franklin D. Roosevelt, “We have 
nothing to fear but fear itself,” applies to the soul trav- 
cler as well. 

T wonder how many cimes a spirit has communicated 
with my soul unbeknownst to my earthbound self, Is this 
how these beings guide us during the course of our lives? 
And is this guidance normally on a subconscious level? | 
can't help bur think about the many times I've suddenly 
remembered a dream that was somehow suppressed or 
forgotten. Could this be one of the-hurdles we must leap 
if we are teuly to progress spiritually? 


7 


BEAUTIFUL 
DREAMER 


FU\S 


Dreams are the language of the soul, and 
because we dream every night, it is impor- 
tant we learn this language! 


—Ruth Montgomery 


ave you ever asked yourself why we dream? Every 
body does it. One third of our lives is spent lying on 
our backs. During this state of seeming, inactivity, the 
mind is actively at work. Some people believe that 
dreams are messages from the subconscious giving us 
clues to solve our everyday problems. Others believe 
there is no value in these late-night fantasies. I, t00, 
believe dreams are clues to daily existence, but this is just 
the tip of the iceberg. 
Why is it that during the dream state people have 
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reported a variety of incidents that seem to link this 
state of consciousness with the physical world? A 
i woman once told me she had misplaced her car keys 
e and was unable to locate them for several days. One 


“night after searching frantically for them, she gave up 
and went to bed, After lying down, she once again 
} thought of her misplaced keys and prayed for assistance 
> before drifting off to sleep. Sometime during the night it 
came to her in a dream thar her keys were resting inside 
a multicolored vase. Upon waking the next morning, 
she remembered the dream and recalled a similar vase 
i in her living room. Leaping from the bed, she grabbed 
| the vase and poured out its contents. There, to her sur- 
prise, were her missing keys, 
There are numerous tales similar to this one. The 
i Bible, for example, is riddled with tales of people’s 
Mi) dreams where they are given insight and solutions to 
i , problems. I feel, however, that these types of events are 
\ not restricted ro an individual’s belief in them. In fact, 
these types of occurrences have transcended religion and 
have influenced the atheist as well. 
| So, whar is going on? During my many experiments 
K with altered states of consciousness, I have experienced a 
“knowing” that has been accessible upon leaving the 
| body. However, I do nor believe thar one must travel our 
side of the body to tap into this energy source. This seem- 
ingly infinite source of energy has been described as a 
| “universal consciousness” by prominent researchers like 
Mi): Dr, Joseph Murphy. 
i| i This universal consciousness, I believe, is the same 
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© energy source thar psychics and mediums somehow tap 
into. Residing in this level of consciousness is an ine: 
haustible amount of information. 

Depending on an individual's perceptions, accessed 
information will manifest itself in symbols, images, feel- 
ings, and sometimes in an unexplainable “knowing.” In 
other cases the receiver of the data may not be adept at 
interpreting this information and may require the assi 
tance of a spiritual guide. If there is a significant desire or 
need for information, the guide may act as a conduit and 
convey this dara to the receiver during a dream, How- 
ever, I do not believe information extrlcared from this 
universal consciousness flows completely unrestricted; it 
depends on the individual's karmic requirements: I also 
do nor believe our furures are predetermined or pred 
‘ined. 

Based on this premise, 1 believe our futures, are only 
probable—in other words, what might happen as 
opposed ro what will happen. Depending on the soul’s 
spiritual needs, data received via the universal con- 
sciousness will either be denied or severely restricted. 
Perhaps a superior wisdom has imposed unalterable - 
“safeguards” or data flow limitations that appear to 
work in our own best interest. The amount of data'we 
can access may be governed by the impact ic will have on 
our Earth life experience. 
This brings me back ro one of the more exciting 
types of nocturnal imaging, the Iucid dream. This is 
defined in the dictionary as: “The state or quality of 
being aware that one is dreaming. Bright with the radi 
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ance of intellect; not darkened or confused; clear and 
distinct awareness.” 

In childhood and as a young adult I would continually 
“wake up in my dreams.” This was how I described the 
feeling of being alert and aware. I would then fend off 
any monsters or creatures that had the misfortune of 

* crossing my path. % 

Sometimes a ‘nightmare would become so horrific it 
would force me to ask myself, “Is this a dream?” Afer 
this my mind would wake up while my body remained 
asleep. 1 was then capable of changing the plot of the 
dream. In short, I became both actor and director. If that 
‘meant I had to assume the identity of Superman, then so 
be it. Allin all, there seemed to be very litele I could nor 
do as long as my thoughts remained focused. 


The key to becoming Incid during a dream begins 
while you are still awake. While you are out going about 
your daily routines, periodically ask yourself, “Am I 
dreaming?” Practicing this exercise while awake may 
condition you to question your state of consciousness 
while dreaming, It works for me! 


8 


_ PLANES OF 
CONSCIOUSNESS 


ZI 


We fear the darkness only because we don’t 
know what is there. 


—Rabert Monroe 


‘a this chapter T'd like co share with the reader and 
re soul traveler some information about what it is 
ike to explore multiple levels of consciousness, primarily 
the astral plane. As you may know, access to. this infor- 
mation has been shrouded with secrecy since the begin- 
ning of time. The levels of consciousness as explained by 
Eckankar are: che physical, astral, causal, mental, and 
etherie planes. Information about these levels has been» 
distorted by countless dogmatic teachings. 
These levels of consciousness appear to be separated 
by thin areas of endless darkness, or a black void. Each 
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level possesses its own signature vibration. The physical 
level vibrates at the lowest rate. In order to transition to 
higher levels, one must somehow change or increase the 
vibrations of the soul body. But this is true only above 
the astral plane. On the astral plane the soul occupies the 
astral body. The only way I have been able to ascend 
above the astral plane is to leave the astral body behind. 
And when, the astral vehicle has been shed, a lighter, 
brighter, permanent nonphysical body can be realized. 
This remarkable light vehicle has often been referred to 
as the etheric body. 

The vast majority of people are afraid to learn more 
about other levels of consciousness because of fearful 
condemnations like, “It is the work of the Devil!” In 
other eases individuals have been denied access to this 
‘ancient wisdom because they were deemed spiritually 
unqualified. In the past, knowledge of this sort could 
only be acquired by dedicating months or years of study 
in remotely isolated ashrams and/or monasteries. 

For those, future soul travelers it is important to 

much knowledge as possible, preferably before 
‘one sets sail into the world of what I like to call the “dear 
but'nor departed.” 

It is my aim ro share some of this knowledge with the 
reader—hoping this will assist you in avoiding detours or 
roadblocks that will surely be encountered. 

I find it extremely disheartening that due to religious 
dogma, Western culture has heen left behind in the quest 
for spiritual enlightenment. Hindus and Buddhists of 
Eastern civilizations are generally farther along the path 
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‘of spiritual advancement. The religions of the East read- 
ily accept their spiritual origins and continue to seele fur- 
ther spiritual guidance and awareness, The concept of 
reincarnation, for example, is not only accepted but ‘/ 
encouraged and taught. However, in modern Western 
society, this concept is only in the embryonic stages of 
development. In spite of the widely accepted teachings of 
Edgar Cayce and the profound insights given. by the 
entity Seth via Jane Roberts, this awareness remains 
obscure and virtually unexplored. 

Pd like to provide some reassurance for those who are 
fearful and a partial road map for the more adventurous. 
You need not be fearful when delving into the many ley 
els of consciousness, because they are a natural part of 
our existence. 

It has not been easy for me to overcome my own 
unfounded fears. Deep within myself, have found my 
fear to come from or be driven by a basic “fight or flee” 
survival instinct. As you probably know, without this 
survival instinct we would likely have gone the way of 
the dinosaur and become extinct, If early humans had 
not run screaming into their subterranean shel 
massed together to repel a ravenous predator, we would 
not have survived. 

This basic survival instinct, however, isa hindrance in 
exploring the astral plane and beyond. You have to work 
to get past it. 

The next thing to understand about the astral plane is 
that it is not devoid of life. The beings there are quite 
unlike anything you are familiar with, but don’t kid your- 
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self They are very real. They can be auite different, 
though. The level of spixitual calightenment achieved by 
these beings may vary a great deal. In addition, just 
because the life forms there qualify as spirits and will 
likely possess far greater capabilities than most of us, it 
does not mean that all are wise and forthright. 

When a person has passed on to a higher level of con- 
sciousness, thar person doesn’t enromatically become an 
angel, guide, or spirit master. I have found that we retain, 
a great many characteristics of who we are in this, life, 
both the positive and the negative. 

This does not mean that these entities should be 
feared; it just means that not all encounters with them 
will necessarily be for your higher good. The astral plane, 
as you may know by now, is just one place we go when 
our bodies die. 

However you end up there, be it death or soul travel, 
you may experience a variety of unexplainable sounds, 
‘The Eckists refer to these sounds as the voice of Sugmad 
or God. I myself have heard many different sounds dur- 
ing soul travel. Strangely enough, Eckankar hag listed 
many of these sounds on a rather intricate chart. For 
instance, the sound associated with the astral plane is the 
roaring of the sea, ‘The causal plane is the tinkling of 
bells. The mental plane is running water, and the etheric 
is buzzing bees. 

‘A key poinr is thar the astral plane may seem like a 
place ro go, bur in actuality it is something you become 
aware of. The astral plane, like, oxygen, permeates the 
physical plane. On the asteal plane we unconsciously cre- 
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ate a “body double” comprised of astral material. This 
astral body, like the physical body, serves as a contain- 
ment vehicle for the soul. 

AsThave mentioned earlier, it provides transitional sta- 
bility for the newly dead as well as ¢he soul praveler. Nev> 
ertheless, it is not permanent, nor is it absolutely needed. 

-Thave slipped out of ir, leaving iz behind like a worn-our 
pair of coveralls. If you manage to accomplish this. you 
will still retain all the simulated senses you have in the 
physical: sight, sound, touch, and in rare situations taste, 

Now, there are many avenues to take while touring 
the astral plane; bue all the while be advised that 
deceased loved ones and strangers may present them- 
selves with lire or no warming. 

In the beginning keep your jaunts localized, gradually, 
venturing farther as you gain more confidence. Remem- 
physical locations-on this planet and beyond, are 

ely a thought away. You can quickly get in over your 

head in the blink of an eye, so keep it short and simple. 

Lalso want to point out thar during the out-of body 
experience the power of thought is a tool thar must be 
handled carefully. Anything you can imagine you will s 
1 experience, This alone indicates the awesome capal 
of our soul, 

Thave come co believe chat thought is just as powerful 
in the physical as in the astral plane or beyond. After all, 
everything around you presently began 2s 2 thought in 
someone’s mind; it just didn’t manifest instantly as it 
would have on the astral plane, 

For example, in early 1992 I was diagnosed with the © 
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debilizazing disease of multiple sclecosis, hener known as 
‘MS. After suffering two devastating Twas hospi- 
talized with severe vision and equilibrium problems. My 
prognosis was not good. My doctor explained to me that, 
my physical health would likely degrade over the next 
few years. Shortly after receiving this less than welcome 
news, I began to have consciously controlled out-of body 
experiences. Aire: all, whas did I have to lose by ying 
this method of healing? To make a long story short, be it 
coincidence or not, at present | have no physical mani- 
festations of this otherwise crippling disease, 

Many years have passed since I was first diagnosed 
swith MS. If I chose to believe that the doczors had the 
final word on my recovery, I most likely would be con- 
fined to 2 wheelchair. But chey were wrong! Tam healthy 
and whole today. I believe that had Ichosen7o follow my 
doctor’s lead, my thoughts would have affected my body 
at a cellular level, thus manifesting the MS. 

The belief in certain religious dogmas is important, 
bur firsc I should clarify that L would never say wher 
person should or should not believe. We, as beings of 

ight, have a “free will,” and itis because of this freedom 
to choose that the soul is capable of spiritual learning and 
evolving. 

For the would-be soul rraveler, there may exist within 
you cermin religious beliefs thar wili prevear you fom 
wanscending the astral. When you get past these con- 
straints, you will be able to experience the multiple 
dimensions above the astral plane. No matter how 
painful itis, Ihave had to discard, and I continue to dis- 
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‘card, antiquated belief hat I held dear. You may Sind 
this painfully necessary when searching for your own 
ultimare truth. 3 

Lonce read a book a friend recommended called Ask 
Your Angels. The by is angels have wings. It 
also stares that everyone has his/her own invisible wings. 
I wonder if this is a way of providing something for 
humans to relzte ro by merging tangible wings with 
unbelievable crearures such as angels. Does this make 
them easier to accept? The only concern 1 have with a 
prejudgment of this sort is this: A person who is unfa- 

iliar with the creative magic that is always present on 
the astral plane may impose his own visual images onto 
another being. This will ikely contaminate the journey 
and prevent the traveler from having a dogma-free expe- 
ience. y 

I won't pretend tha I have seen every type of non- 
physical entity chat may exist, but none that I saw had 
wings. [ly without wings. I would chink thet the angels 
do toot 
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THE ULTIMATE 
TRUTH 


Zia 


Before | formed thee in the belly, | knew 
thee; and before thou camest forth out of the 
womb, | sanctified thee. 

—Jeremiah 1:5 


efore we delve into the mystery of the ultimate truth, 

perhaps we should first ask the ultimate question. For 
me that is: Why are we here? I will nor-pretend that I 
have found the answer, but I will offer a viewpoint influ- 
enced by my soul travels. 

First of all, we exist independently of our physical 
bodies, hence the ability ro travel out of the body. For me 
this has been proof enough that I will survive death's 
embrace. Second, we must accept that 2 multitude of 
beings exist in a dimension orher ‘than the physical, 
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Third, it has been well documented that during hypnosis 
and after a near-death experience, hundreds of people 
have reported experiencing a detailed review of their 
lives, How many times have we heard the expression, 
“My life flashed before my eyes!” This phrase has always 
been associated with life-threatening circumstances. At 
this point I must query why would a review of past indis- 
cretions be of value after departing from the world of the 
living? If we die and go to heaven, hell, or somewhere in 
between, of what possible benefit is a review of what 
how unchangeable? Could it be we are given this life 
review in order to learn by our mistakes, in hopes of not 
repeating them? I suggest that this may be one of our first 
clues that we somehow return to the Earth life system, 
And if so, then what is to be gained by returning to expe 
rience another life? Gould it be to facilitate spiritual evos 
ution of the soul? 

U have personally come to believe that life without 
reincarnation is like a stage play with only one act, There 
just isn’t enough time for character development. 

So, providing we do somehow return to the physical 

live again, where will all these life lessons eventually 
lead us? Is there some distant yet attainable goal? Based 
on my spiritual travels, { would say yes, beyond a shadow. 
of a doubt! 

On the physical plane you are born, grow older, and 
finally experience death. It is then’ that some of those 
experiencing near-death report being drawn into a tunnel 
filled with swirling multicolored lights, Some report no 
lights at all, just an eerie blackness (which sounds similar 
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to the black void I've experienced). When they arrive at 

the end of this tunnel, many recall being met by a 

deceased relative or one or more beings of light. This gen- 

erally occurs on the astral plane. According to the 

Tibetan Book of the Dead, this location or state of con- 
jousness is referred to as the “bardo.’ 

[have mentioned earlier that in April 1993 I experi- 
enced an overwhelming feeling of finally coming home. 
Only after myriad repeat visits have I come to accept this 
state of consciousness as the bardo, Since then I continue 
to have a deep longing for what t now know to be home, 
This longing has become a permanent part of my waking, 
consciousness, Iam constantly homesick! So be advised, 
you too may develop this agonizing longing for home. 

Sometime after exiting the tunnel, a life review must 
be endured, I say endured because looking back at one's 
‘own life has been described as a mixture of pleasure ancl 
devastating sadness, The extent of sadness usually depends 
on how kind of cruel a person has been to others, Those 
experiencing near-death have described feeling the exact 
same pain, sadness, and hurt they thoughtlessly and self- 
ishly caused another. 

After the life review, soul now has the opportunity 
to plan the next step dn its own evolutionary path. 

On the next page is a chart depicting the various arcs 
of spiritual evolution. There are probably a multitude of 
evolutionary paths an individual soul may follow or 
choose, but for the sake of simplicity, 1 have limited this 
illustration co these five paths. 
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Arcs of Spiritual Evolution 


‘On the chart the D arc represents a type of soul often 
referred to as earthbound. This type of soul has also been 
affectionately nicknamed a “repeater.” This is because 
the type D must reincarnate numerous times to gain a 
minimal amount of enlightenment. These souls ignore 
essential insights given during the life review and often 
fail to satisfy inescapable karmic requirements. 

The type D soul is likely to reincarnate quickly, miss- 
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ing the benefits of more careful planning. The type D soul” 
has also been blamed for a vast amount of the world’s 
heartaches and sorrows. This type of soul is usually nar- 
cissistic and self-destructive. 

‘Ares Cand B depict a soul at a higher state of evolu- 
tion. This type of soul is deeply affected by the life review 
and usually is remorseful when confronted with past 
transgressions. These souls will generally direct more 
energy toward preparation and planning for the next life. 
Ar the C and B stages of evolution, the time spent in the 
bardo increases, allowing for higher arcs into the uppet 
levels of consciousness, These souls are just becoming 
aware of who and what they truly are. 

The type A soul is a highly developed being and has 
aained a very high level of self-awareness during. irs 
physical incarnation. While living on the physical’ plane, 
these souls are usually spiritual teachers, masters, or 
shamans. The type A soul often has a profound impact 
on the human population as a whole. These enlightened 
souls may very well be messengers from God. Some of 
them have been variously labeled a saint, a mastet, a 
guide, or prophet. The primary focus-of this type of 
entity is co lead lost souls back to All That Is, or God. 

Last, but not least, is the Oversoul entity, a being of 
‘unimaginable capabilities and possibilities. This type of 
selfaware consciousness is virtually unlimited. This 
being is no longer tied to the seemingly endless cycle of 
reincarnation. The Oversoul entity has been referred to 
asa god in the making. An Oversoul is a being that has 
progressed light-years from the type A soul. The Over- 
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soul is rapidly progressing toward the ultimate truth, 
which is to become a coworker and cocreator with God. 
I believe this is the irrevocable destiny of the soul. This 
brings to mind the expression, “We are all created in 
‘God's image.” After slipping free of my astral body and 
existing as a pinpoint of consciousness, being created in 
God’s own image continues’ to possess possibilities far 
beyond these earthly vehicles of flesh,and bone. 


10 
PREFLIGHT: 
PREPARATIONS 


7\ 


When we realize our thoughts create our 
future experiences, then looking within our- 
selves for happiness becomes our only 
recourse. 


Unknown 


you have read this far, then you must be asking your- 
If, “How can I do that?” When I asked what per- 
centage of people actually achieved a controlled, conscious 
out-of-body experience, I was told about cwenry to 
thirty-five percent. I’m nor trying to discourage anyone. I 
just want to suggest that a trial of patience may be in 
store for you. 
These techniques are not guaranteed, of course. They 
are just some examples of what I've tried with a certain 
amount of success. Try them all until you feel comfort- 
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able or achieve some results. If you fall asleep, don't be 
concerned, because you may be closer than you think. 

If you feel: more comfortable surrounding yourself 
with white light, then do so. If you like to use crystals, 
then use them. The goal is to get as relaxed as possible. 
One other thing you must remember, prior to traveling 
and during soul travel, is that you are a being of light and 
nothing can harm you unless you think it can. Even then, 
after the experience you will emerge unblemished. 

Thave found that my worst enemy during out-of-body 
experiences is my own uncontrolled imagination. I have 
earned that whatever I imagine—devils, demons, or pink 
elephants—will be created instantly. I have found that it 
is imporcant to keep my thoughts clear and unclurrered. 

In addition, it is important not to prejudge or guess 
what is going to happen, because your might be the one 
creating it! Keep dreamlike manifestations fom contam- 
inating your out-of-body experiences. But controlled use 
of the imagination during a journey can be quire amazing 
and downright fun. 

1 offer the following techniques and mental exercises 
with the hope that they will serve you as they have me. 


The Paralysis State 


Find a warm, comfortable, quiet place to perform any 
of the following exercises. Once you-have started, do not 
move under any circumstance—not even to scratch your 
nose! 

Let's first examine in more detail the sensations 
before, during, and after the paralysis. There is a good 
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chance thar you may already be experiencing some sort 
of night paralysis. 

‘As the paralysis begins to creep over you, a feeling of 
falling backward may accompany it. This sensation may 
cause you to react by catching or stopping yourself. Yet , 
this might break the chain of events and abort your dis- 
connection froim the physical. You may also feel as if you 
cannot breathe properly, but this will quickly pass. If you 
get through these barriers, you may become aware of a 
variety of sounds ata deafening volume—sounds such as 
buzzing, roaring wind, electrical sizzling, crackling, and 
even a musical tone or instrument. Don’e try to identify 
the sounds at all. You-will be at that mysterious place 
where dreams are born. Keep your thoughts clear or you 
might be confronted by your own creation, two heads 
and all! 

Later, as you develop more control, you may want to 
experiment by creating a dream to experience. This will 
likely take a lot of practice. If you reach this stage, you 
may hear voices or see shapes and images. Ac fitst, treat 
them only as distractions. You may also become aware of 
a floating or upward movement. This sometimes occurs 
withour asking. If you are not rising skyward, try repeat- 
ing the command to do so. Remember, there is nothing to 
fear but your own fearful, uncontrolled imagination. You 
cannot be injured or killed. However, be advised you.can 
feel pain if you believe you have been injured by some- 
thing or someone. In addition, you need not worry about 
remurning to your body, because the slightest thought of 
this will make it so. You also do not have to worry about 
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someone taking over conzzol of your body. Divine Power 
has given it to you, and you alone. So let go and enjoy 


Full Relaxation Routine 


Lie flat on your back with your aems at your sides and 
close your eyes. This is called the earth position, Make 
sure that your head is not propped up with extra pillows; 
one is usually sufficient. Starting at your feet, tighten the 
muscles in your toes and feet, Hold for ten to fifteen sec- 
fonds, then allow the tension to meleclown into the mut 
teens! oe Hoon Repeat this for your other leg muscles, 
ankles, calves, thighs, etc. Continue this process until you 
reach your face; don'e forget your neck and shoulder 
muscles. Tighten and relax your jaw, cheeks, and fore- 
head, Now tighten your hand into a clenched fise and 
hold it, Slowly begin to tighten che forennm and upper 
ari (biceps and trideps), When you've done thls, hold 
your entire arm rigid for approximately twenty seconds, 
Release, and allow all the tension to mele away. Slowly 
scan your body, mentally looking for any tension that 
you may have missed, If necessary, repeat the tighten and 
relense procedure, 

Now lie there brenthing normally and repeat [n. your 

nd, “L wane to float upward." Be patient. Ie may take 

ning you may just drift 
off to sleep. Try not to become frustrated or tense; you 
‘will just be defeating yourself, So relax! 
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The Taylor Preflight 


Lie flar on your back in the earth positio Take ina 
deep brenth and hold for approximately four, seconds, 
then reloage the bieach ehrough slightly, parted tips, as 
y using a low vibrating tone while you 
You may need to first practice the Hu to 
find a tone level you feel comfortable with, If you are 
worried about disturbing your mate, you can sing Hu 
very softly. 

Mentally beyln relaxing) your mureles,atunting ax yout) 
feet, Move through each set of muscles similar to che full 
relaxation routine, but relax them only. Do nov tighten 
your muscles this time. Bre athe normally and think about 
floating or rising upward. Remember, be patient. 


Abbreviated Preflight AATNIN 


‘Assume the earth position, close your eyes, and ‘get 
comfortable. Imagine a three-foot ball of warm glowing 
energy suspended two feet above you. Breathe in deeply 
and rhythmically, bur not forcefully, As you inhale, me 
[tally poll a stn of energy: down from he ball, 
{down and theough the hottont of your feet up into your 
Jungs, When you exhale, push the energy up and out the 
top of your head, back into the ball of energy above you. 
‘As the energy enters your feer and legs, feel the relaxing 
warmth it brings. Lee this warmth flow through your 
entire body as you become part of the energy circle. Men- 
aise control:of you arms and ledsy they are no.) 
pare of you, Relax and listen for an inner signal 


106 © ALBERT TAYLOR 


(buzzing, crackling, zipping, roaring wind, or sparks of 
light), Again, be patient. You may just fall asleep. 


Preprogramming 


This technique may seem easy, but sometimes the sim- 
plese things work the best, Go to bed as you normally do. 
‘Then repeat aloud, “I want to have an out-of-body expe. 
rience!” Or spell aloud several times the phrase “astral 
travel,” A-S“T-R-A-L T-R-A-V-ECL, Pronounce every let- 
ter two of three times, then lee go of all your thoughts 
(casier said than done). Repeat.this three or four times if 
you need to do so. 


Interrupted Sleep Technique (IST) 


“This exercise can be used alone or combined with any 
of the other cechniques, As Ihave described earlier in this 
book, you go to sleep about nine o'clock and set the 
alarm for one, then get out of bed. Tr will not be effective 
if you wake up and go right back to sleep, so get out of 
bed! Stay up until theee-thirty, lie flat on your back, and 
rolax, I usually chant “Eh” or use a breathing technique 
that is similar, 


Focus on an Object 


This routine is very difficult to master, ‘The first few 
times T tried it, T ended up falling asleep. Lie’ down and 
perform.a breathing routine that suits you. ‘Ten minutes 
is usually sufficient. Stay flac on your back and relax. In 
your mind’s.eye, picture a simple object like a square or 
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triangle, Remember to keep if simple, A square or trian- 
le will be difficule enough to focus on without your 
thonghts drifting off somewhere. If your thoughits do 
deift away from your primary focus, gently bring them 
back to your chosen image. You will quickly find out chat 
the mind loves to wander, You will also find out that with 
a certain amount of practice, you should begin to hold 
your images longer and longer. « 

‘This can be a very frustrating technique, so make sure 
you do not get flustered, because if you do you will only 
be defeating yourself, 


Find Yourself 


Lie flat on your back and perform one of the preflight’ 
routines you feel comforcable with. Ask yourself, “Where . 
is my consciousness located in this body?” You are a pin- 
point of consciousness. Where are you located? Are you 
deep within your chest? Are you in the center of your 
brain near what is called the pineal gland? I picture 
myself about two or three inches behind my eyes. Look 
there! 

‘As you search for yourself, casually relinquish control 
of your arms and legs, as if they were no longer a part of 
you. Tell yourself you no longer have the desire to feel 
them. Repeat this step for the upper. and lower torso. 

This will narrow down the atea you have left to look 
for your consciousness. Ar this point you may feel a 
vibeation or shalcing. You may feel yourself falling back- 
ward through the mattress. Don’t fight it, You may also 
feel as if you ate having breathing problems. If you didn’t 
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have breathing problems before you started, this may be 
a sign of the paralysis. You might be ar the point of dis- 
connection from the physical. The previous sensations 
have been some of my largest hurdles, mainly because the 
feelings can be unpleasant and trigger a fight-or-flight 
instinct, So don’t panic. Those of you who reach this dis- 
connection pdint will soon get used to it. If nothing has 
happened, yet you feel disconnected, you may need to 
focus on floating upward, Just repeat two or three times, 
“T want to float upward,” 


The spiritual path thar I have taken has sometimes 
been a bumpy one, but I now know that every emotional 
twist and turn has brought me to this point, I have found 
that emotions. like stress, anger, envy, or negative 
thoughts hamper if not sever the chain of events leading 
up to an out-of-body experience. So, get rid of them. 
(Piece of cake, right?) Approach this type of experience 
wich as much jnner peace as possible. This is something 
that can’t be faked; you must be steadfast in achievirig 
this stare, 

Anger, hate, and envy will point you in the opposite 
direction of inner peace. I-have found that in the major- 
ity, of contentious situations, the outcome had very little 
long-term negative impact on my life. But the associated 
tension has had a profound impact on my out-of-body 
experiences. 

T haye switched to acquiescing in personal disputes, , 
rather than holding stubbornly to my own poine of view. 
Sometimes we defend our correctness to the brink of 
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insanity. Remember, inner peace is the goal, and that 
peace should reflect in as many ateas of yout life as pos- 
sible. 

J don't believe that stress, tension, or any, other emo- 
tion can be extinguistied by merely throwing a mental 
switch, The effects or remnants of negative emotions may 
require thorough housekeeping deep within, even though 
there are few visible indications on the surface. This neg- 
ativity may be at work ona subconscious level, prevent- 
ing you from achieving total relaxation, In other words, 
you won't be going anywherel i 

Toften wonder why we must prove we are right, and 
somconé else wrong? i 

‘Why must there always be a superior and a subordi~ 
nate? 

| Why must we constantly jockey for a position of 
authority? 

‘Why muse we strive to establish a pecking ordes, when 
none is needed? 

‘Why must we be one up ot one down? 

Tam not suggesting that in situations where you may 
have concerns for your own or someone's safety you 
should not stick to your convictions. However, when the 
stress of being incotrect is far less than the stress of prov- 

ing correctness, why choose the latter—especially if nei- 
ther outcome has a long-term effect on your life? 

‘One mote reason why we shouldn’t hold such inflexi- 
ble views is thae we don’t all think the same way. 

Te frequently appears as if we all create and operate in 
simultaneous yet slightly different realities. For instance, 
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two people can be exposed to the same situation yet per- 
ceive and recall the event differently. 

My personal rules for life are simply stated by this 
basic credo, which helps me to balance my existence, in 
the body and out, 


Judge, and you shall be judged. 
Hate, and you shall be hated. 
Lie, and you shall be lied to. 
Cheat, and you shall be cheated. 
Curse, and you shall be cursed, 
but Love, and so shall you be. 


If all people would adhere to this simple yet challeng- 
ing guidance, no doubt we'd all be charting a steady 
course toward: spiritual enlightenment. 1 believe that 
whatever you put into your experiences is ultimately 
what you'll get out of them, 

There appear to be two dominant emotions we take 
with us when we leave this world, love and fear. The lat- 
ter pushes us farther away from All That Is, and the for- 
mer speaks for itself. God and love are synonymous. 
Remember, how we relate to one another has a profound 
physical and spiritual impact on all of us as a whole. And 
I believe we will ultimately have to account for thi 

Our everyday thoughts are all too often generated by 
the things we fear—for example, fear of being alone, pen- 
niless, homeless, jobless, and loveless, just to name a few. 
‘These fears have a profound effect on the actions and 
decisions each of us must choose in the course of our 
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everyday lives. It is because of these fears thar we either 
spring into action when none is needed, or fail to take 
action when we know we should, 

We séem constantly to be afraid of what might hap- 
pen! And what might happen is always bad. We allow 
our behavior to be controlled by this fear instead of being 
led by our higher selves. Ironically, because of this fear 
the vast majority of us haven't the slightest clue that there 
isa higher self, Thus, fear becomes an impenetrable cur- 
between the personality self and the God within, So, 
simply put, fear is for people who don't know God. If 
you arrive at this realization, you will have very little dif- 
ficulty during your own soul travels. 


‘To all of you who've shared your kind words with me 
in your letters over the past two years, | say simply this, 
thank you from the bottom of my heart and soul, You are 
exactly who I wrote this book for, And for those of you 
who've had near-death or out-of-body experiences, pl 
remember this: Yes, you did get a glimpse of what it 
like to go home. And how fortunate we are to know 
beyond a shadow of a doubt thar there is no death, only 
a change of worlds. 

‘Through my journeys, a part of me has discovered it 
will not only survive death, but will instead finally wake 
up from the restricted awareness of life. Bur I do under- 
stand that while in these corporeal vehicles of flesh and 
bone, the mind and body instincts are extremely strong, 
and influential. And because of fear we will all slip back- 
ward from time to time. For a lot of reasons, this is why 
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wwe are here, because we must all strive every day to mas- 
ter our emotions. 

I pray that through our earthly experiences we all will 
somehow learn to put the spiritual horse back in front of 
the cart, We must try to let our spirit dictate universal 
laws to our mind and body rather than trying to impose 
physical laws to our eternal spiri. We must try to look at 
the hard times life deals us as a vehicle to teach us to trust 
in spirit by making choices based on faith, and not on our 
False Expectations Appearing Real. (Spells F 


EPILOGUE 


“Zi \Ssa 


“Ask and you shall receive, but be careful 
what you ask for.” 


Gian once asked me what is the most important 
thing I have learned in all of my experiences. I replied, 
the most important thing to me is realizing I have been 
fooled by my five senses all of my life, I have found they 
are incapable of providing me with an accurate ass 

ment of reality. And because my senses were generally 
blind ro nonphysical influences, I made all my decisions 
based on whar I could see, hear, smell, touch, taste, image 
ine and/or predict, Because of my Out-ofBody Experi- 
ences, I find myself waking from a lifelong spiritual 
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coma, wondering how I could have survived in that stare 
of consciousness until now. And that is how I began to 
see most of the world, spiritually asleep and disconnected 
from their soul’s desires. Instead of being disconnected, 
we should use the soul like a telephone line to God. 
Sometimes for prayer, but more often we should pick up 
the phone and just listen. God has mapped out our 
earthly experiences, but as we stare straight ahead look- 
ing out the cockpit window at the physical world, we for- 
Set that our soul is the navigator.’So, a lot of us end up 
barnstorming through life by the seat of our pants. The 
soul is there, we should make use of it. 


“Be careful what you ask for, because you 
just might get it!” 


Ir seems that each millennium is best remembered by 
a combination of great achievements, as well as unex- 
plained and sometimes bitter disappointments. For me, 
since I've spent most of my life in aerospace, Neil Arm- 
strong’s first steps on the Iunar surface and the Chal- 
lenger disaster immediately come to mind. I can’t help 
but think what an honor it must have been for Sharon 
“Christa” McAuliffe to be chosen out of thousands of 
teachers to be the first “average” citizen to ride the space 
shuttle (Challenger) into outer space. And sadly, how 
could she have possibly known that ride would forever 
associate her with one of the greatest losses in NASA's 
history? The loss of her life and the lives of the other 
astronauts has driven NASA to increase the safety of its 
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manned space projects. Clearly, this action will undoube- 
edly save the lives of NASA’s future star voyagers. But, if 
Christa had known she'd be saving lives by giving hers, 
would she still have volunteered? 

‘Sometimes we ask for simations in our lives to imme- 
diately change because we are often seeking instant relief 
from mental or physical discomfort. Buc in our haste we 
often fail to consider any new responsibilities that may be 
attached to the'desired change. Recently, my son saw a 
German shepherd and asked me if he could get a puppy, 
but when Itold him whar he would have to do to care for 
the puppy, he changed his mind. Years ago when I asked 
to learn more about Out-of-Body Experiences, I had no 
idea that spiritual awareness was an unseen attachment, 
And as a result, my newfound spiritual path has at times 
been filled with chuck holes and an occasional crater. I 
could blame God, but I asked for it! As I began to follow 
my spiritual path, I had no idea whar was waiting for me 
just beyond the horizon. 


“Try to use love as your shield, truth as your 
sword, and your soul as a guiding light.” 


Td gotren up at 3:00 a.M. after having trouble sleep- 
ing. Finally, at about 5:30°.st, I went back.to bed and 
put om a blindfold because the sun was now glaring 
through the thin curtains in my bedroom. I put on my 
headphones to listen to a new meditation CD T'd pur- 
chased earlier in the week. I performed a quick pre-flight, 
relaxed, and started visualizing. I noticed the better my 
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visualizing, the quicker T seem to lose toac y 
physical body. Several times I would catch myself drifting 
off to sleep, or ar least my body did, and I would snap 
back ro full consciousness. After exploring this fine line 
between being awake and asleep, I released and let g0 of 
the physical. I was almost immediately engulfed by paral- 
ysis and, as if I were lying on top of an auro mechanic’s 
dolly, [moved laterally our of my body. I paused briefly 
looking around my bedroom, then it occurred to me that 
my body.was totally blindfolded, and yet I could see the 
room. But although I could see, I was having a little dif- 
ficulty stabilizing the room’s image and visually going 
beyond the physical specrrum into 2 nonphysical one. 

It felt so good 10 be “our and about” again as nothing 
can compare to the feeling of freedom one gets daring OBE: 
at least nothing on the physical plane. I slowly became 
aware of an entity right next to me, reaching for my astral 
hands. Its childlike hands were all too familiar to me by 
now. “I know this being!” said mentally. “You are the one 
Teall ‘Otro,’ even though you appear different.” 

Inside my head I could hear a soft voice reply, “As you 
understand it, Tam thar.” 

Lasked, “Do you love me?” For some reason I fele that 
if the answer to this was yes, I would know if this 
encouinter was going to be in my best interes. Without 
hesitation it responded, 
hear the answer, I also felr it! And it was wonde 
was totally amazed! I felt so much love coming from 
what was Otto, but somehow wasn’t anymore. I squeezed 
his/her hand as an offer of love, it gently rerurned my 
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ronch its arms and hands, which felt 
amazing. Even though 1 knew it couldn't 
be, it felt like skin. 

Tthen said, “I feel so fortunate that I'can do this, Iam 
honored to be with you!” My guide leaned forward and 
Kissed me on the forehead and squeezed my hand again. 

“How come I have perceived you differently than you 
are presently?” 1 inquired. “This image is what you are now 
currently capable of accepting, your fears interpret your 
perceptions.” The guide touched the side of my face, and, 
for some unknown reason, I felt uneasy being that close. 

Timmediarely projected, “That feels a little uncom- 
forvable, please don’t do that!” ignoring my concerns as 
being unfounded, the guide stroked my face again. For 
some reason, probably fear, I used the litde finger trick 
and reconnected to end this encounter. I opened my phys- 
ical eyes as tears streamed down my face into my pillow. 

as so overwhelmed by the love I had just felt, 1 
“hold back the flood. I realized leaving like that 

y have been a big mistake, and now I wanted to 
retura. But because of the intense emotions thar bom- 
barded me in the guide’s presence, instead I remained 
awake for the rest of the night. I glanced briefly at the 
clock. Ir was now 2:08 aa., Thursday morning. 


& March 24, 1999, 12.30 pm. (Tired) 


Thave had some incredible journeys to date, bur after 
the publication of Soul Traveler, A Guide to Out-of-Body 
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Experiences and the Wonders Beyond, Uhad an OBE 
unlike any other. I'd gone to bed after reading 2 few 
pages of a book titled Being a Spiritual Being in a Physi- 
cal Body. Without performing the relaxation routine as I 
normally do, [lay there flat on my back in the earth posi- 
tion. I seemed to have very little difficulty turning my 
attention away'from the room I was in, and began visu- 
alizing myself in a nonphysical environment. I know this, 
sounds a little vague, bur that is exactly what I seemed to 
be doing. 

After a shore while I heard a familiar crackling and 
buzzing engulfing my head, and without my prompting, 
my legs began to float upward. Having just moved into a 
new house a few weeks before, I was a little disoriented 
at first, I guess a part of me was looking for the furnish- 
ings of my old bedroom, I began to notice the peculiar 
perspective I was having of my room. The bedroom was 
slightly elongated (Even after a myriad of OBE flights, I 
still find myself completely amazed at this spiritual phe- 
nomenon). As I began to float coward the ceiling, I 
noticed a small swirling black circle on the ceiling. 1 
stared, slightly perplexed, at the compact-disc-sized hole, 
and it slowly began expanding in diameter, Within a mat- 
tet of seconds, I found myself floating on my back below 
an eight-foot jet-black disc. No, not a disc, a tunnel 
entrance into what appeared to be a deepening void. Is 
this the runnel usually seen or experienced by persons 
while having a “Near Death Experience,” or NDE? 

Before I could completely evaluate the situation, I 
heard my name being called. Feeling the guide around 
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me, I asked, “How come I can't hear you when I am in 
my body?" I guess I must have said something funny 
because, for the first time since our introduction, Orto 
began to laugh. “Guides can laugh?” I pondered, “They 
have a sense of humor?” Then it dawned on me that, in 
order to put up with me, my guides probably need a good 
sense of humor. And in a way I am relieved to know that 
beyond the flesh we retain something precious and 
unique, like our God-given ability to laugh. But the really 
strange part about this is 'felt that somehow I was really 
laughing at myself. 

Tremember something a very enlightened soul had 
told me. The teacher said it takes courage to follow a just 
and spiritual path. And it is only now that I have come 
close to understanding what that soul was trying t0 cor 


vey to me. In the beginning I asked for spiritual awar 
ness, which now dictates that I instead ask for courage to 
face the unknowns of the days yet to come. 
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Abort Sequence—a term used to describe the barely audi- 

ble moaning that is a signal to be shaken or awakened in 

order to reconnect with the physical body. 

All That Is—the highest consciousness of all; the Light; 

the Source; the Creator; God. 

Astral Body—or star body; the word astral literally 

means relating to the stars; a containment vehicle for the 

soul/consciousness, whose very fabric is comprised of 

astral substance. 

Astral Plane—one of the many levels of consciousness 

that the soul mind can perceive. See Planes of Conscious- 

ness, 

Astral Travel/Projection—to separate or eject astral mat- 
from the physical body; this marter can then be 

used to contain the consciousness. 

Dogma—a doctrine or belief that is considered fixed and 

unchangeable. 


Higher Self—the God consciousness in all humans; a type 
of superconsciousness; the soul mind. 
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Interrupted Sleep Technique (IST}—a particular sleeping 
pattern where a person wakes up in the middle of the 
night, gets up for a couple of hours, then goes back to 
bed; used to increase the chances of achieving soul travel. 


The Light—a term used in books such as Embraced by 
the Light by B. Eadie, Saved by the Light by Dannion 
the Light has been described by near-death 
experiencers as an angel, Jesus, and sometimes even God. 


Mahanta—light giver; one who has achieved the highest 


state of consciousness, a state of God consciousness; the 
spiritual leader of Eckankar. 


Metaphysics—a philosophy focused on the study of the 
ultimare causes and foundational nature of things. 
Near-Death Experience—usually occurs after an extreme 
trauma to the body, but sometimes occurs when there is 
only a danger of loss of life. 

Out-of Body Experience—a term used to describe the 
consciousness being displaced or projected from the 
physical body. 

Oversoul—an entity or being that has progressed far 
beyond the limitations of reality as we understand it; a 
coworker with God. 

Paralysis State—also known as night paralysis; the lack 
of physical mobility after achieving a state of altered con- 
‘sciousness. 


Personality Self—a part of the psyche that manages our 
day-to-day livess a part of us highly influenced by the ego. 
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Planes of Consciousness—multiple levels of awareness 
and/or consciousness labeled the physical, astral, causal, 
mental, and etheric. 


Repeater—a term used to describe the type of soul that is, 
slow or resistant to evolve; a soul that quickly reincar- 
nates without adequare planning; a type D soul on the 
spiritual arc chart. 


Soul Travel—used to describe events similar 10 out of 
body experiences and astral projection; a term primarily 
used by the Eckankar Sociery. 

Third Eye—a sometimes dormant ability to see multidi- 
mensional realities or substances; an invisible portal or 
viewport located between the physical eyes. 


Training Wheels—a catchall phrase to categorize the 
techniques and beliefs thar are no longer used or 
required. 


Vibration—a rapid oscillation or shaking that appears to 
be physical bur is nor; tremors that are usually felt dur- 
ing altered states of consciousness, generally after a 
nificant period of meditation. 


White Light—a tool used to protect oneself from nega 
tive encounters with one or more nonphysical bein; 
type of visualization; a spiritual shield created by the 
imagination. 
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Voyayors program, Ho livas in Los Angolos, 


“Soul Traveler is for people who 
need to explore the real final 
frontier: our spiritual selves." 

—Kimberly Clark Sharp, 
author of After the Light 


“| Can out-of-body experiences help shape our 
destinies? In this amazing account, former 
NASA aeronautical engineer and space 
researcher Albert Taylor shines a dazzling 
_ light into the tunnel of the unconscious mind. 
" From the deathlike night paralysis and lucid 
dreams of his childhood—dubbed “witch rides” by his gran 
his later quest to explain these extraordinary episodes, Taylor learned to 
identify the early signs of his facility for out-of-body experiences, also 
known as astral projection. 


Through extensive research and experimentation, Taylor learned to control 
his incredible flights of "soul travel,” enabling him to move beyond our 
| plane, go to distant places, communicate with the dead, and gain 
insights and miraculous healing power. Ultimately, he came to a 
teeper understanding a his own role on Earth, andthe meaning of life and 
death. Now, Taylor shares his remarkable journey of discovery and shows 
how we too can develop this phenomenal ability—offering striking proot 
of dimensions beyond our own. ) 


“Taylor's story is told with wit and authority...an adventure 
on a grand scale, sure to hold the attention of believers 
and skeptics alike."—NAPRA ReView 
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